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Ethiopian AND Comic Drama. 



.' Nothing so thorough and cojnplete in the way of Ethiopian and Comic Dramas haB 
ever beeu printed aw those that appear in the foUowiufi'list. Not only are the plots ex- 
• belleut.tbe characterri droU,;the incidents fuuuy. the luu^nage hiimuruus, but all tEe 
^^ituatious, by-play, poHitioiis,' paiitbiuiniic busiuess, Bceuerv, and tricks are bo plainly 
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stage. luolnded in this Catalogue are all the moat laughable' aud effective pieces of their 
kiud ever prodiiced. - -■ ' _ 

, JB®^ Any of the following n^la^'s sent, po8tg,ge free, on receipt of price— Fifteeti Cents 
eachl - ' , ' . ■ I , • , . ' ' 
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^*^'Tlie8e,PJayE require but otie scene, unless otherwise stated." ,The figures in the 
' coliimus indicate ihe number .of characters— M. male; F.. Female. 
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7;^. Alrican iJox,Eth.'' burlesque, 2 sc. 6 . 

107. A£i-icaunB Bhiebeiird.Eth. musical 

burlesque 6 2 

113. Anibitiou, Irish tai'ce, 2 scenes.... 7 , 

133. AWfal Plot (Au), Eth. farce 3 1 

43. Baby Elephant, Eth. Bketch,-2 sc. 7 1 

42. Bad Wbitikey,, Irish skfitqh ..3 1 

T9. Barney's Courtship, Iiiish musical 

intei'lude. '. 1 1 

40. Big Mistake, Ethiopian sketch. . 4 
155. Blauk Brigands, musical buji-lesque 8 

6., Black Chap from JVhitechapel, 

Ethiopian farce , 4 

10. Black Chemist. Ethiopian sketch.. 3 
ll! Black-Ey'dWillTam,Eth.sketch,2MC. 4 1 
Ufi. Black Forrest (The). Eth. farce... 2 1 
110 Black Magician, Eth. comicality . . 4 2 
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128. Bobohno, the Black Bandit, Etb. 

' musical farce 2 2 

120. Body iSnatchors (The), Eth._sketch 

I 2 scenes...: . 4 
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89. Bogus' Talking Machine, Eth, farce 4- 
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35. Coal Heav^V's Revenge, Eth. sketch 6 
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140. Cupid's Frolics, sketph 5 1 

12. Daguerreotypes, Etb." sketch 3 
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63 Darkey's Stratagem. Eth. sketch.. 3 1 
1311 Darkdy Slee^ Walker, Eth. sketch. 3 1 

124.'Deaf as a Post, Eth. sketch 2 

111. Deeds of D^i'knesst Eth. e3?trava- 

gatiza ; . 6 1 

139. Desperate Situation, farce 5 2 

169i'Dodgiuig"tbe Police, farce 6 3 

157." Doiu't Get Weary, musical sketch. 1 1 

50. Draft, (The), Eth. sketch, 2 scenes. 6 

' 64. Dutchman's Ghest (The), sketch. . 4 1 

, 95. Dutch -Tustipa, Dutch sketch 11 

67. Editor's Troubles, farce 6 

4. Eh ? Wiiat is it ? Eth. sketch 4 1 

136. Election Day, Eth. farce, 2 scenes, 6 1 
98. Elopement (The), farce, 3 scenes.. 4, 1 

52. Excise Trials, Eth. sketch 10 1 

25. Fellow that Looks like Me, Inter- 
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88. First Night, Dutch farce 4 , 

'51. Fishemian's Luck, Eth. sketch... "2, 
152. FnuiiuaCooper's Shop, Eth. sketch 6 - 
106. Gambrinus, King of Lager Beer, 

Eth^ hurlesqijci, .2 scenes- 8 , 

167. Gentlemen Qyou's Parade, Eiih. 

'\ music^-l sketch ' 3 

83, German Emigrant, Dutch sketch., 2 
77. Getting Square pu the Call Boy^ 
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17. Ghost (The), Eth. sketch 2 

58* Ghost in a Pawn Slioji, Eth. sketch 4 
31. Glyceriue Oil, Eth. sketch, 2 sc... 3 
20. Going for the Cup, Etb interlude* '4 
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130. Go and G^t Tight. Eth. farce.. .... 6 

86. Gripsack (The), sketch.- 3 

70. puide to the Stage, Et^. sketch... 3 
61. Happy Couple,, fdrce' u.„2 

142. Happy Uncle 'Rufus, Eth. musical 
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23. Hard Times, -Eth. extravaganza... 5 
il8. Helen's Funny Babies, Eth^bur- 

, lesque. 6 

3, Hemmed In, Eth. sketch .v 3 

48. High Jack, the Heeler, Eth. sketch- 6 
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150. Hpw to Pay the Rent, fai-Qp...' 6 

71. In and Out, sketch ;. 2 

123. IntelUgeuce Office, Eth. sketch.... 2 

33. Jealous Husbdnd. Eth-. sketch....! 2 
94, Julius the Snoozer, Etli. burlesqile 

3 scenes * 6 

103. Katrina's Little Game, Dutch act... 1 
1. Last of the Moiiicans, Eth. sketch. 3 

36. Laughing Gas, Eth. sketch 6 . 

161. Limekiln Clnb in an Uproar (The),' 
Etb. f^rce.. ^ 

18. Live lujnn, Eth. sketch, 4 scenes. 4 
60. Lost Will (The), Eth. sketch..'.'. . . 4 

87. Lucky Job. farce, 2 scenes' 3 

90. Lunatic (The), Eth. farce . 3 

109. Makings Hit, Eth.. farce, .2 sceufss. 4 
19.' Malicious TrespassrEth. sketch .i. / 3 
149. 'Meriky . Eth. larce : . ; : 3 

151. Micky Free,' Irish sketch.. 5 , 

96. Midnight lutrudei-. farce 6 ' 

147. Manner's Shop. i^th. sketch .2 

129. Moko Marionettes, Eth. ecceutri" 

cityj 2 scenes , ' .' , . 4 

101. Molly Moriart^, , Irish musical ■ 

sketch..; , , 1 

117. Motor BellowB, farce 4 

158. Mif. Mikado, musical burlesque... 6 

44. Musical Servant, Eth. sketch 3 

8. Mutton Trial, Eth. sketch, 2 sc... 4 
119. My Wife's Visitors, farce 6 
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Herbert.— Like the Rose and her Thorn. 



BETWEEN TWO THORNS. 

CHARACTERS. 
Hbbbert Bbierlt. Rose Bu)ssoh. Fbedebick Thosh. 



( This scene requires no stage setting, as it is to 
be a3ed upon the stair-case of some house. 
The lights in the hall are turned very low; 
but a lamp burns on the landing above, and a 
lantern, -with a refledlor, illumines the group 
on the stairs. A rug or carpet of some bright 
color should be thrown on the steps to form a 
background for the adiors. An orchestra is 
heard at intervals, playihg very softly. Cos- 
tumes, evening dress. Time of representa- 
tion, twenty tninutes.) 
(^Rose and Fred are seen coming slowly down 
the stairs. Rose a little in advance. At the 
fifth step she pauses. ) 
Rose. — Let us sit here a moment, Fred; it's so 
crowded below. (^Sits on fifth step. ") 

Fred. — Good idea ! {^Sits on fourth step.) Deucedly 
warm to-night, isn't it ? 
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Rose (^astde, looking' yor some one in the hall belo'w). 
— I wonder if Herbert will be here to-night? (Aloud.) 
Eh ! Oh ! warm you said ! No, it doesn't seem so to me. 

Fred. — Oh, well, perhaps it isn't so very warm, you 
know, but — but there's an awful jam here, isn't there ? 

Rose. — Is there ? The house seems quite empty to me 
— [aside)^{or I don't see Herbert yet. 

Fred. — ^Well, no, there isn't a crowd, exacSly — only 
there's — there's merely an awful jam, you know. That's 
w^hat I meant. 

Rose {absently.) — Oh, yes, very likely you're right. 
Who are here, Fred.? 

Fred. — 'Pon my word I don't know. Lots of people. 
Can't begin to remember them all. The Browns and — • 
and the Walkers and the Smiths and the — the Aliens, 
and the — the What-you-call-'eras that live over there, you 
know — {points off indefinitely) — the whole family, by 
Jove! "And there's Sally Warner! She's looking in 
great form to-night — and — er — little What's-his-name, 
and oh ! well, I can't remember them all. 

Rose {laughing). — There are more people here than 
I thought. Shall we go down now .'' {Rise.s. ) 

Fred {rising). — Delighted, I'm sure. Oh, there's one 
more. I saw Herbert Brierly up-stairs just now. He 
doesn't often go to a dancing party, you know. 

Rose. — Herbert Brierly here ! {Aside, resuming 
seat.) I'm so glad he has come ! 

Fred {leaning against the 'rail). — But I say, Rose, 
aren't you going down .? I want this waltz. 

Rose. — No-o, don't let's go yet, Fred. It looks so 
awfully crowded down there. {Aside.) And Herbert 
might miss me, too. 

Fred {sitting on fourth step). — Yes, that's just what 
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I was going to say. It's much nicer here, you know, and 
— (^mysteriously) — there's something I want awfully to 
tell you, Rose. 

Rose (absent-mindedly). — Is there, indeed.' That's 
very nice, I'm sure. 

Fred. — Yes, I knew you'd think so. (A short pause ; 
Hose is thoughtful., Fred is embarrassed. ) 

Rose. — Come, Fred, if we are to sit here together you 
must amuse me. 

Fred. — Oh, well, you know, I'm sure I'm quite agree- 
able. 

Rose. — Oh, no, you're not, but you must try to be. 
(^Aside.) Why doesn't Herbert come? 

Fred. — Ha ! ha ! I say, you're awfully sharp and all 
that sort of thing, you know ; but it's— it's lucky for you, 
you know, that I — ^I don't talk back at you, you know. 

Rose. — No, you mustn't talk at me, but to me. 
Come, begin. (Aside.) I'll wait here for Herbert. 

Fred. — Oh, just as you say. Beastly weather, isn't it ? 

Rose. — Is it.? I thought it was rather fine. 

Fred. — Oh, no, always beastly weather about here, 
you know. Regular thing in the best society — abuse the 
weather ; because, you know, if it isn't beastly just now, 
it's — it's going to be. 

Rose. — Oh, indeed ! Did he — I mean, are you sure 
you saw Mr. Brierly up-stairs, or — or down-stairs ? 

Fred. — Oh, up-stairs ! He asked me if you w^ere here 

to-night, and I said 

Rose (^eagerly). — That I was.? 

Fred. — No, by Jove ! I said I thought you weren't 
coming. Ha ! ha ! 

Rose (^angrily). — Fred ! How dared you? 
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Fred. — Well, I wanted a chance to talk to you myself, 
without his hanging around, trying to be funny. Because 
Rose, I — I have something — to say to you — :to-night. 

Rose. — That's nice. Why aren't you dancing.? 

Fred. — I'm giving up dancing. I don't think it's what • 
you'd call a — a very intelledlual occupation, you know ; 
and eveiybody's going in for intellecSual things, nowadays. 

Rose (laughing). — It ought to be intelledlual enough 
— for you, Fred. 

Fred. — Oh, I say now. Rose ! That's too — too — oh, 
look there ! (He bows to some one helow, and mur- 
murs .■) How-de-do ! How-de-do ! ( To Rose, confi- 
dentially.) That's little What's-his-name, you know; 
the one over there without any hair on his head. See 'i 
Great brain ! He's what I call a genius. Yes sir, by 
Jove! He'd beat the dayvil ! See him? (He joints 
downward. ) 

Rose (looking uf). — No, I don't see him. (^Aside.) 
Where can he be .? 

Fred, — Oh, well, I guess you nevef will if you look for 
him among the angels. He's down below. Ha ! ha ! 
Awfully original fellow. 

Rose (interested) . — Is he? Tell ffle about him, 
Fred, — ^Yes, awfully original. He told a story at the 
club the other night that struck me as being about the 
best, by Jove ! It only shows, though. He was speaking 
about old — old Mr. Thingumbob — the one who is some- 
thing or other in the city, and awfully rich, you know. 
Well, little What's-his-name went to see him about some- 
thing, I've forgotten what, but it doesn't matter anyway, 
and — and he said to him — ^but p'rhaps you've heard this 
before ? 

Rose (absently). — Eh! Oh, no, no, never. 
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Fred. — Sure? 

Rose. — ^Yes, quite. 

Fred. — ^Well, you must stop me if you have. Let's 
see, where was I.? Oh, yes! Well, little What' s-his- 
name went to see him about — about — well, it doesn't mat- 
ter about what — and found him in — no, found him out., I 
think. Let me see, which was it .'' Oh, well, that doesn't 
aftedt the story, anyhow. So what does little What's-his- 
name do, sir, but just say to .him — ha ! ha ! — in so many 
words — but are . you sure you haven't heard this before 'i 

Rose. — Eh! What! Before.? Oh, no, never! It's 
quite new to me, and — and very interesting. 

Fred. — ^Yes, isn't it.? Well, he said to him — that is, 
little What's-his-name said to old Thingumbob, you know, 
that — that — dear me ! it's very odd I can't remember just 
what he said. Still, I don't know that it matters very 
much if — if — ^you see the point. Eh, do you } Ha ! ha ! 
Good, isn't it.? Eh.? 

Rose (laughing). — Oh, yes ; capital! 

Fred. — Yes, yes, that's just what I think. Of course 
I can't begin to tell it the way little What's-his-name did ; 
but if you get the point of the story, that's the main thing. 

Rose. — Oh, yes, of course ; that's the main thing, and 
it's very amusing. {^AsideS) It's very strange Herbert 
does not^ppear. {Aloud.) Are you sure you saw him 
up-stairs .? 

Fred. — No, down-stairs ! 

Rose (rising) . — Then why did you say up-stairs just 
now? 

Fred. — But I never did. 

Rose (impatiently) . — Fred, you did say you saw Mr. 
Brierly up-stairs ! 

Fred (disgusted) . — Oh, Brierly ! Yes, he's up-stairs 
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fast enough, but I wasn't talking about him. Little 
What's-his-name, I meant. 

Rose (resuming seat) . — Oh, yes, of course, of course. 
How stupid ! 

Fred {indignantly') . — Why, no, he isn't stupid ! He's 
dayvilish bright, by Jove ! 

Rose {sharfly) . — Fred, sit still and talk to me. 

Fred. — That's just what I want to do. ( While he is 
saying what folloivs Rose fays no 'attention, but looks 
upstairs as if exfeSling some one.) Rose, there is some- 
thing I want to tell you to-night awfully. I've been trying 
all— all the evening to— to tell you, but somehow I — I 
haven't got around to it. It is the old, old story of 

Rose {rousing herself) . — Eh! I beg pardon! What 
is it.? 

Fred (sentimentally). — I say Rose, that it is the old, 
old story 

Rose (laughing) . — Oh, that's very likely, Fred. All 
your stories are old. 

Fred (sadly). — Ah, Rose, how can you make sport 
of a broken heart .? {He endeavors to take her hand ; 
she objects.) 

Rose. — Broken fiddlesticks ! 

Fred. — No, no, Rose, not that. Do you not, Rose^ 
that is, can you not. Rose, ^— I mean, will you nbt, Rose 
■ — I would say, are we — ^we not fitted for one another like 
—like 

{Herbert cotnes down stairs; pauses on 
seventh step.) 

Herbert (interrupting). — Like the Rose and her 

Thorn .? 

Fred {aside). — Confound him ! Why can't he keep 
away.? 
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Rose {joyfully). — Ah, Mr. Brierly! I'm so glad to 
see you. {Aside. to Herber.i). Yes, but it's not a very 
sharp thorn. 

Herbert {aside to Rose) . Too green to be danger- 
ous, perhaps.' {Herbert and Rose laugh.) 

Fred {aside). — I hate him ! 

Rose {addressing Herbert). — But why do you stand 
there .? 

Herbert. — I was wondering how I should pass the 
Styx — the river Styx, I mean. 

Rose. — And get into the Hades below.? Why not 
«top where you are — on high Olympus .? 

Herbert. — ^With infinite pleasure — if I may sit by 
Minerva 1 

Fred {aside) . — I wonder if he thinks he is clever .? 

Rose. — I can't promise you that ; but you may sit here 
till Minerva comes. 

Herbert {sitting on sixth step). — ^Minei^va is here. 
"This is the place I long have sought." Do you know I 
feel particularly self-satisfied, now.? 

Rose. — Do you.? Why.? 

Herbert. — Because for the first time in my life I am 
able to look down upon you. 

Rose. — Do you mean physically or intelledlually .? 

Herbert. Only physically. Intelledlually I'm on 
the lowest step. 

Fred. — Ah, I should say in the cellar, by Jove I 
{Aside.) That was one for me. 

Herbert {aside to Rose). — The wildest imagination 
cannot locate the seat of his intelligence. {Aloud.) Ah, 
Fred ! You there ? 

Fred. — ^Yes, are you.? 

{Herbert talks to Rose in pantomime.) 
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Fred {aside) . — Deuce take it ! She won't talk to me 
now he's here ! {Aloud. ) Rose ! I say, Rose ! 

Rose. — Well, what is it? 

Fred {aside). — ^What was I going to say? Oh, I 
know! {Aloud.) Are you going to take part in this 
play they're getting up ? 

Rose. — No, I'm not. Are you, Mr. Brierly? 

Herbert. — No. Unfortunately I have no talent aa an 
a(5tor. 

Fred. — Oh, well, I daresay you might do. They're 
taking in some awful scrubs. 

Herbert. — Then you're in it, of course ? 

Fred. — I ! I should rather think not ! They wanted 
me to take a part — er — it was — well, I've forgotten now, 
but he was a regular fool, you know, but I said no, slap 
off. I can't adl a part like that, you know. 

Herbert. — No, very likely you can't a£l it, but you 
might do it, very well. 

Fred. — I don't understand you. 

Herbert {dryly). — I'm not surprised ?t that. 

Fred {angrily) . — 'Pon my word, you — you're becom- 
ing very funny 1 

Herbert {aside to Pose) . — I must be if he can see it. 

Rose {aside). — They'll be quarreling in a moment at 
this rate. I mustn't let them. {Aloud.) Isn't this a 
delightful party ? 

Herbert and Fred {together). — 'Very! 

Herbert. — Still, I must say it seems to me that the 
noise and heat and confusion, and the people — some of 
them — are drawbacks. Don't you think so? 

Rose. — Oh, yes, decidedly ! 
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Fred. — Oh, I say ! Do you mean that you don't like 
the music and the flowers, and — and the pretty girls, and 
the dresses, and — and the supper ? They're going to have 
a terribly nice supper, to-night. By Jove ! you ought to 
be awfully fond of it all, you know. 

Rose. — Oh, yes, and so I am ! 

Feed {aside). — I think I scored off him that time. 
I'll show him what conversation is! (A/oud.) Still, 
you know, it's awfully hard work, too, sometimes. A 
' fellow's got to dance with a lot of girls he don't care 
about, you know, just because he happens to be a good 
dancer. It is awfully trying. 

Herbert. Ah, that's one of the penalties of greatness. 
JSToblesse oblige. 

Fred {angrily). — See here, by Jove ! I dare say you 
consider yourself 

Herbert {interrupting) . — Oh, yes, but I try to con- 
sider others first. Some others, I mean. 

Rose {aside). — Oh, dear! tlrey're quarreling again! 
{Aloud, dropping her fan.) My fan, Fred. 

Fred {sulkily). — Yes, I see it. 

Rose {impatiently) . — I wish it. 

Fred {looking at it) . — Hum ! You'll have to wish 
harder than that, then. It hasn't moved yet. Whistle 
for it and see if that will bring it. 

Rose {haughtily). — Hand me my fan ! 

Fred. — Why didn't you say so at first? {He hands 
it to her and then stands leaning against the rail. ) 

Herbert. — She paid you the compliment of mistaking 
you for a gentleman. 

Fred {bitterly^. — Oh, indeed! Well, no one will 
ever make that mistake about yoii ! 
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Herbert. — Thanks ! You mean because I am a gen- 
tleman? That compliment, even from you, has some 
value. 

Rose (aside). — Oh, dear! Quarreling again! 
{Aloud.) Pray don't talk like this ! You don't know 
howr you distress me. 

Fred. — Oh, well, you needn't worry, Rose. I don't 
mind when a fellow^ thinks he's funny. I just say to my- 
self that there's a mighty good answer to everything he 
says, somewhere, if I only had time to think of it. 

Herbert. — Exaftly ! The difficulty in your case must 
be — to think of it. 

RoSE.^Hush ! That will do ! Fred, I wish you'd 
run up-stairs and get my bonbonierre'i 

Fred {sulkily) . — Don't know where it is. 

Rose. — It ought to be in the inside pocket of my cloak. 

Fred. — Don't know where your cloak is. 

Rose. — Oh, the maid will find it for you. 

Fred. — Why don't you send Herbert.? He's nearest. 

Herbert. — Yes, let me go. 

Rose {hastily). — No, no, you never can find it in the 
world. Please, Fred.' 

Fred. — Well, I'll go — for you. Rose. 

Herbert {aside). — And for me, too. 

Rose. — Oh, thank you ! 

{Fred goes up four steps^ then turns.) 

Fred {aside) . — Confound him ! I'll pay him for this ! 
{Disappears up.) 

Rose {offering Herbert her bonbonierre. ) — Will you 
try one .'' 

Herbert. — Thanks! {Laughs.) Do you know, I 
am afraid Fred won't find this in the inside pocket of your 
cloak. 
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Rose {laughing). — No, not unless he looks — very 
carefully. In fadt, he can't find it without an interposition 
of providence. 

Herbert. — ^And I don't intend to let — providence — 
out of my sight. {Sits on fourth step.) I can't tell 
you how delighted I am to see you to-night, Miss Rose. 

Rose. — The pleasure is mutual, I'm sure. But have 
y6u any particular reason } 

Herbert. — Yes, a veiy particular reason. I wish to 
— to confess my sins. 

Rose {laughing). — Oh, no, don't do that. There 
isn't time, now. But you might confess your — virtues. 

Herbert. — If you are going to restridl me to my vir- 
tues, I'm afraid I shall have to be silent. 

Rose. — ^What ! Have you not even one little virtue.? 

Herbert. — Yes, I have one — just one. May I tell it 
you. Rose .'' Perhaps it is not 

Rose {offering bonbonierre) . — Have another .■' 

Herbert. — Thank you ! But may I tell you my one 
virtue .? 

Fred {suddenly appearing above). — See here, Rose, 
I can't find that thing ! 

Herbert {aside). — Confound him ! 

Rose {aside, hiding bonbonierre). — Oh, dear! Why 
can't he stay away? {Aloud.) Did you look in the in- 
side pocket, Fred .' 

Fred. — There isn't any inside pocket. 

Rose {aside). — So there isn't! What a blow! 
{Aloud.) Well, look in the outside pocket, then. 

Fred. — Suppose 'tisn't there 'i 

Rose. — Then look somewhere else. Hurry, for I 
want it. 
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Fred {aside.') — Takes me for her confounded maid, 
by Jove ! {Disappears up.) 

Rose {offering her bonbonihrre) . — What were you 
saying ? 

Herbert. — Can you not guess my meaning? 

Rose {hesitatingly) . — No-o, I never could guess any- 
thing. 

Herbert {earnestly) . — Not when I say that I came 
here to-night only to be near you .'' {Rose shakes her 
head.) Not when I say, Rose dear, that you are the 
only 

Fred {appearing above and interrupting) . — It isn't 
there, Rose ! 

Rose {startled). — Oh, dear! {Hastily.) But it 
must be there ! Look again, and — and don't come back 
without it. 

Fred {aside, mournfully). — Then I'd better make an 
end to a dissipated career at once. {Disappears up.) 

Rose.— You were saying } 

Herbert. — I was saying. Rose dear, that — I love you ! 

RosE.-.-Oh, Herbert ! It isn't right ! 

Herbert. — Yes, I'm afraid it is wicked to be in love 
— ^because it is so very pleasant. But, Rose deai'est, will 
you not tell me you love me — just a little } 

Rose {agitated) . — I — I don't know — what to say ! 

Herbert. — Say nothing dear, but look me in the face. 

( She looks at him a moment ; then turns 

away and hides her head in confusion. ) 

Herbert {slowly) . — Have I been mistaken, then .'' I 
am sorry. Good-bye ! 

{He rises as if to descend ; Hose seizes 
his arm, and pulls him back. He sits 
on the fifth step with her). 
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Herbert {etnbracing her) . — Rose, I was mistaken! 

Rose {demurely). — Yes, partly. 

Herbert. — And you do love me, after all.? 

Rose Ye-es, if you insist on knowing.? 

Herbert. — If I insist ! {Kisses her hand). 

Rose {demurely) . — There, that will do. Now tell me 
about your sins ? 

Herbert. — Oh, I haven't any sins now. Since you 
love me I am absolved. 

Rose. — Tell me about your one virtue, then.? 

Herbert. — Faith, I will ! 'Tis this : I love you. 

Rose {archly) . — Is that a virtue ? But come, Herbert, 
dear, let us go down. We shall be missed if we stay here 
any longer. ( They rise and descend two steps, and 
stand there in lover-like attitudes. Fred suddenly ap- 
pears, coTning down the stairs.) 

Fred. — I can't find that beastly box ! ( Sees Herbert 
and Rose.) W-what does that mean .? {Pauses.) 

Herbert. — Shall we tell them we are engaged. Rose ? 

Fred. — Engaged ! I'm going home ! {Disappears 
hurriedly upstairs.) 

Rose. — No, we'll let them find it out for themselves. 
( They descend to the hall and mingle -wiih 
the others on the Jloor.) 

Curtain^ 
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No. 

i9. 

132. 
153. 

Jiis. 

22, 

27. 

125. 

80. 



76. 
91. 

87.^ 

135. 

92. 

9. 

57. 

65. 

66. 
115, 

14. 
105. 



55. 
' 81. 
26. 
138.' 
16. 
59. 
21. 
16Q, 

89. 

V 84. 



J. . ■ ' ' M.F. 

Nit^ht in a Strange Hotel, Sthiopiau 

sjielcta ■: ■ ■ . : 2 

■Noble S!(,vage, EtJi. sketoU .,,4 1 

Noi-ah's Good Bye, Irish musical 

slietcli ; 2 1 

No Pay No Cure, EtU. sketch 5 

Otjeying Orders. £th. 'sketclx 2 1 

lOOtUiSight Qf Hauilet, Eth. sketch 7 1 
Oh, Hushl operatic olio, 3 scenes. 4 1 
One Nigfit'lu a Bar-Bdom, Eth. 

sketch 1 ..; 7 

Oue Night iu a Medical ' College, 

Eth. sketch 7 1 

One, Two, Three, Eth. Kketch 7 

Painter's Apprentice, Eth. farce. . . 5 
Pete and the Peddler, Eth. and- 

Irish sketch v... 2 1 

Pleiisant Compauioue, Eth. sketch. 5 1 

Polar Bear, Eth, farce 4 1 

Policy Players. Eth. sketch 7 

Pou^ey'B Patients, Eth. interlude, 

2 scenes 6 

Porter's Tccfubles, sketch j . . . 6 1 

Port Winp vs. Jealousy, sketch... 2 1 

Private Boarding, farce 8 3 

Recruiting OMce. Eth. sketch < 6 

Rehearsal (The), Irish farce, 2 sc. 4 2 
Remittance from Home, Ethiopian 

sketch 6 

Rigging a Purchase, Eth. gketcb.. 3 

Rival Artists. EtU. Isket^th. 4 

Rival Tenants, Eth.' sketch' 4 , 

Ml val Barbers' Shops, Etii: farce.. 6 1 

Sam's Courtship, Eth. farce 2 1 

Sausage Makers, Eth. sketch, 2 sc, 5 1 
Scampiui, pautomime, 2 sceues. . 6 3 
'Scenes iuFrou t of a Clothing Store, 

farce„ ; 7 1 

.Scenes on the Mississippi, Eth. 

.sketch, 2 eceues 6 

Serenade <The), Eth. sketch, 2 sc. 7 ' 



97. 
137, 
143, 

99, 

85. 
J.1B, 



1. 

I r , ■ ■. M.F. 

Siamese Twins, Eth. Sketch, 2 so.. 6 
Sleep Walker, Eth. sketch, 2 scenes 3 

Slippery Day, Eth. sketch. 6 ■ 1 

Squire for a Dayi Ethj. sketch.". ... 5 1 
^tage-struct Gonple.Eth. interlude 2 " 1 

Strangers," Eth.. burlesquci 1 i 

Streets ofNew York,' sketchy i6 

Storming the Fort, sketch .,. ; 5 

Stupid Seav^t, sketcli . ' , 2 

Stocks Up I Stocks Down! Eth. ' 

farce '. 2 , ' 

Sulphur Bath, Eth. farce 3 

Take It, Dou't Take It, Eth. sketch 2 - 

Them Papers, Ilth. sketch '. $ 

Three Chiefs, Eth. sketcli, 2 scenes '6 
Three A. M., sketch, 2 scenes. ... 3 1 
Three Strings to oue Bow, Eth. 

sketch 4 1 

Ticket Taker, Eth. farce 21 

Tricks, Eth. sketch ; 5 2 

Two Awfuls, toh. sketch f, ' 

Two Black looses. Eth. sketch 4 1 

Uncle Eph's Dream, Eth. sketch, 2 

scenes 3 1 

'United States Mail. Eth. iarce! :..'.' 2 2 

■Unlimited Cheek. Eth. sketch 4 1 

Vinbgar Bitters, ith, sketch ..../., 6 1' 
Wake up, Willia^ Henry. Eth; 

sketch ' 3 ^ 

Wanted, a Nurse, sketch 4 

Weston, theWalkest, Dutch sketch 7 1 

What Shall I Take? Eth. farce 7 1 

Who Died Eirst? Eth. sketch -3 .1 

Who's the Actor? Eth. farce 4 

Whose Baby is it? Eth. sketch. . . 2 1 
Wonderful Telephone, Eth. sketch 4 1 
Wrbng Woman in the- Right Place, 

sketch, 2 scenes 2 2 

Young Scamp, Etb. sketch 3 

Zaohariae' Funeral, Eth. farce.... 6 
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Nothing so thorongh and complete in the way of Ethiopian and Comic Dramas has 
ever been printed as those that appear in the followinf^ list. Not only are the plots ex- 
.cellent, the characters droll, the incidents funny, the language humorous, but all the 
situations, by-play, positions, pantomimic business; scenery, and tricks are so plainly 
put down and clearly explained that the merest novice !could put any of them on the 
stage. Included in this Catalogue are all the most laughable and effective pieces oi their 
kind ever produced. 

XS" Any of the following Flays sent, postage free, on receipt of price— Fifteen Cents 
each. 

JS^ In ordering, please give correctly the title of each piece wanted. 

4,*« These Plays require but one scene, unless otherwise stated. Tll9 flgnna in the 
columns indicate tils number of chamctecsn-M. male; f . Ftxaala. 



No. M. 

111. Absent Minded, Eth. farce 3 

73. African Box, Eth. burlesque, 2 sc. 6 

107, Africanus Bluebeard, Eth. musical 

burlesque 6 

113. Ambition, Irish farce, 2 scenes..., 7 

133. Awful Plot (An), Eth. farce 3 

43. Baby Elephant, Eth. Aetch, 2 sc, 7 

42. Bad Whiskey, Irish sketch 3 

79. Barney's Courtship, Irish musical 
interlude 1 

40. Big Mistake, Ethiopian sketch. .. 4 
165. Black Brigands, musical burlesque 8 

6. Black Chap from Whitechapel, 
Ethiopian farce 4 

10. Black Chemist, Ethiopian sketch. . 3 

11. Black-Ey'dWilliam,Eth.8ketch,2sc. 4 
146. Black Forrest (The). Eth. farce... 2 

110. Black Magician, Eth. comicality.. 4 

126. Black Statue (The), Eth. farce 4 

127. Blinks and Jinks, Eth. sketch .... 3 

128. BoboUno, the Black Bandit, Eth. 

musical farce 2 

120. Body Snatchers (The), Eth. sketch 

2 scenes 4 

78. Bogus Indian, sketch, 4 scenes .... 6 
89. Bogus 'Talking Machine, Eth. farce 4 
24. Bruised and Cured, Eth. Sketch.. 2 

108. Charge of the Hash Brigade, comic 
Irish musical sketch 2 

148. Christmas Eve in the South, Eth. 

farce 6 

35. Coal Heaver's Revenge, Eth. sketch 6 

112. Coming Man, Eth. sketch, 2 scenes 3 

41. Cremation, Eth. sketch, 2 scenes.. 8 

144. Crowded Hotel (The), sketch 4 

140. Cupid's Frolics, sketch 5 

12. Daguerreotypes, Eth. sketch 3 

53. Damon and Fythias.Eth. burlesque 

2 scenes 5 

83. Darkey's Stratagem, Eth. sketch.. 3 
131. Darkey Sleep Walker, Eth. sketch. 3 
124. Deaf as a Post, Eth. sketch 2 

111. Deeds of Darkness, Eth. extrava- 

ganza 6 

139. Desperate Situation, farce 5 

159. Dodging the Police, farce 6 

167. Don't Get Weary, musical sketch. 1 
60. Draft (The), Eth. sketch, 2 scenes. 6 
64. Dutchman's Gihost (The), sketch. . 4 

96. Dutch Justice, Dutch sketch 11 

67. Editor's Troubles, farce 6 

4. Eh? What is it? Eth. sketch 4 

186. Election Day, Eth. farce, 2 scenes. 6 
93. Elopement (The), farce, 3 scenes., i 

62. Excise Trials, Eth. sketch 10 

26. B'ellow that Looks like Me, Inter- 
lude 3 



8 1 



2 2 

3 
2 
4 
3 
4 
3 
6 
3 
3 
2 1 



No. M. F. 

88. First Night, Dutch fiirce 4 2 

61. Fisherman's Luck, Eth. sketch... 2 
162. FnniuaCooper'sShop,Eth.sketeh 6 
106. Gambrinus, King of Lager. Beer, 

Eth. burlesque, 2 scenes 

167. Gentlemen Goon's Parade, Eth. 

musical sketch 

83. German Emigrant, Dutch sketch.. 

77. Getting Square on the Call Boy, 

Eth. sketch ,-.,, 

17. Ghost (The), Eth. sketch 

68. Ghost in a Fawn Shop, Etli. sketch 
31. Glycerine Oil, Eth. sketch, 2 sc... 
20. Going for the Cup, Eth. interlude. 
82. Good Night's Sest, sketch 

130. Go and Get Tight. Eth. f^rce 

86. Gripsack (The), sketch 

70. Guide to the Stage, Eth. sketch. .. 
61. Happy Couple, firce,..,, 

142. Happy Uncle Bufhs, EUi. musical 

sketch ..,„,. 

23. Hard Times, Eth. extravaganza... 
118. Helen's Funny Babies, Eth. bur- 
lesque 

3. Hemmed In, Eth. sketch 

43. High Jack, the Heeler, Eth. sketch 
68. Hippotheatron, sketch 

160. How to Pay the Bent, farce 

71. In and Out, sketch 

123. Intelligence OfSce, Eth. sketch.... 

33. Jealous Husband, Eth. sketch.... 
H. Julius the Snoozer, Eth. burlesque 

3 scenes 

103. Eatrina's Little Game, Dutch act.. 

1. Last of the Mohicans, Eth. sketch. 

36. Laughing Gas, Eth. sketch 

161. Limekiln Club in an Uproar (The), 

Eth. ttxce 

18. Live Injun, Eth. sketch, 4 scenes. 
60. Lost Will (The), Eth. sketch 

87. Lucky Job, farce, 2 scenes... 
90. Lunatic (The), Eth. farce 

109. Making a Hit, Eth. farce, 2 sceueV. 

19. Malicious Trespass, Eth. sketch, . 

149. 'Meriky. Eth. farce 

161. Micky Free, Irish sketch 

96, Midnight Intruder, farce 

147. Milliner's Shop, Eth. sketch 

129- Moko Marionettes, Eth. eccentri- 
city, 2 scenes ,,. 

101. Molly Moriarty, Irish musical 

sketch 

Motor Bellows, fiirce '.'.'.',','. 

Mr. Mikado, musical burlesque" 
Musical Servant, Eth. BketohT... " 
Mutton Trial, Eth. Bketeh, 2 as" 
My Wife's Viaitors. fbrce. . "' 
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6 1 
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IN FOUE ACTS. 

By FORBES HEERMANS, 

AUTHOB OF 

" Zaveis InAutivn," "Beiuiem Two Thomtt" " Two Negatives Hake an Affirmative," 
•• Lme's Warrant," " In the Fireligitt," etc., etc. 

TOOETHKB WITH 

A JJKBCBIPTION OF THE COSTCMES— CAST OF THE CHABACTKKS— BH- 

TKANCES AND EXITS — lUlLATIVB POSITIONS OF THE PERFOBM- 

EBS ON THE STAGE, AND THE WHOLE OF THE STAGB 
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DOWN THE BLACK CANON. 

CHAKACTEBS. 
fans Andbewb, a young mining engineer. 
Hehbit Abuoub, a mine owner. 
BiBAU Spbiqos, a Bocky Mountain poet. . 
BCFnsSTOini,-aeamblef: .., 
Thomas Dalton, a prospector. 
Fbank Thobnb, leader of tbe Vigilantes. 

^slienff of San Juan county. 

JiuMiE, the sileuji witness. 
H0OH-THOMF8OK, foreman of the jury. 
Biu. Stevens, a miner. 
BcTH Abmodb. daughter of Henry Armour. 
Eatu Abmoub. sitjter of Ruth. 
MiNEUVA JoBBON. ;i (IJBconBOlate widow, who later 
becomes Mrs. Hiram Spriggs. 
Miners, members of the Vigilance Committee, jury, deputy sheriffs, etc. 



TIME — ^The present day. An interval of a few hours is supposed to elapsQ be- 
tween the first and second actfl; of nearly a year between the second and third 
acts; and of six or eight hours between the third and fourth acts. 



TIME IN PLAYING— TWO HOURS. 



SCENERY. 

ACT I. — Slimmer twilight scene in San Juan Mountains, Colorado, on flat at back. 
Rock and tree wiiiifH; set log cottage L. 2 E. and i.. 3 E., with practicable door and 
window opening on stage; hole in log about thi'ee feet from floor, near corner, in 
end of cottage toward audience; set rock, or large boulder, and bushes, as indicated 
in diagram; .rustic settee and chairs in front of cottage; set bush at end of cottage, 
I,. 2 E. ; also b. o. 

• Plat. 

» Bush. * Bush. 



B. 3 E. 1^1 



•Bush, 

Chairs. ; 



Settee. I 

I Cottage, 



•nock. 



Hole. * Bush. 



h. IE. 



P O 

ooopooooooooooo 
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ACT II.— Wglit iiceue. Moiinmeiit Book in the Black Canon, tip flat at back; 
rockH tbat euu be scaled extcuiliu^ across stage nt4tb. grooves; rock and trc)e wings; 
frcm hbb rocknor tree, n. 2 b., in snspeuded a rope with uoose, opposite end of rope 
t(>«xtend across to i,, 2 b. ; rongU seats R. 1 £. for Thorue, and up o. for jury. 

'>-• - Flat 

B. IT. B. •' ~ ■;.''' I.. U. E. ' ' 



B. 3 B. Bocks. 

•Tree, *»«**« 



E. 1 E. * Seat. '1 ii. 1 E. 



O O 

O O O O^O OOOOOOOOOO 
-ACT HI.— Morning scene. The montli of the " Little RntU " mine, the Shaft be- 
ing a pmcticablu trap through stage floor, over which stands a derrick with windlass, 
ropes, tiud largb ore-bucket, well up 0.; engine house ij. 2 e.; dump heap L. 3 E.; 
pile of powder-kegs, iKtxes, etc., B. tt. k. ; wheelbarrows, shovels, picks, and other 
ininitig paraphernalia scattered about month of shaft. Mountain scene on flat at 
back. 

Flat. 



00 

ooKegB, 




Dump ^2 
heap. ^^ 






Trap and Derrick. 


Eugiiie ; , . , 


,. : HouBe 


. BarrowB. etc. 
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ACT IV.— Evening scene. Plain room in house occupied by -Mb. and- Mbs. 
Sfbigos and BijTP and Eatb Abmoub. Boom is rather scantily furuishetl, with a , 
few chaii's and a table b. o.; stove L., wellworu carpet down, and is dimly lighted; 
door in flat c. an^ at n^2 E.; window in flat, l. u., through which can be seen a rock 
on the verge of the Black Canon, and indications of approaching storm, with occa- 
Bional thunder and lightning, which increases as the act proceeds. 



COSTUMKS. 

Henbt Abhobb.— Old man, about sixty; gray fnll beard; decently dressed In gi^ay 
or blue bnsiness suit; white sombrero. Is pompous and iiTitable. 

John Anhbkts. — The hero. Handsome, .stalwart; aged about thirty;, well clad in 
miner's dress, flannel shirt, dark tronsers. big boots, big hat, and pistol-belt 
during Acts I. and II. In Act III. he is very handsomely dressed in Colorado 
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. style, but is disguised by^oaid, etc. Act IV., Same as Act III., except that 
right arm should, be in a bliug. 

HiBAM Spkiqgs.— Ecceutric old mau; aged-aboui Hfty; dreBsed shaW^y- genteel iu 
all acts; well-woru frock coat, dirty l*vender- colored tightly-fittiu;? trouBei-s, 
gloves without fiugers, shcee broken, hair aud beard long and disordered. He 
is not a sot, aud is not tanuike up as finch. He is uiei-cnrial.HjhaugeB quirqkly 
from despondency to joy, aud back again.' He is "incouaeeutive,'' fnll of odd 
manueriams, impracticable, quotes poetry, sings a line of a i*oug, and is sad 
and merry by tmnis. ^ . ■ ■ - ,..;..... . 

RUFUB Stonb.— The yilTain; about forty five years of age; heavy-featured, strongly- 
built, black-browed man; deep voice. Dressed in loud suit of chebfe; big 
ring on finger, dii|mohds, big white sombi'ero, pistol, et<3^ He ie & coarse-^ 
sianuered, swaggering fellow, a coward and a bully. 

Thomas Dalton. — liifay be pla/yed as an Irishman. Impulsive, warm-hearted, frank, 
and merry. Dreased in miner's garb, big hat, flamiel 8hii% high boota, 
tlironghont the play. Carries pistol in all four acts. < 

^AANE Thobhe.— Leader of the Vigilantes. Man about fifty, gray-beanled, large, 
impresB^ve manner; dressed in miner's garb. 

Jim IVIosiEiB.— Slievlff of San Jtlau bounty, Colorado. Usual Western dress; fianuel 
shirt, coat, trousers worn inside of long boots, big hat, spurSj pistol. 

Solomon Goldstein^ — 'By the same actor as above. Dressed in " loud V clothes; a 
^ heavy black beard, ihuch jewelry, false nose, strong German acc^t. . He mttst 
make a quick change to Mosier. N. B. — This part may be dou@ as a Spaniard, 
if preferred. 

JiMMiK. — The silent witness. A deaf and dumb boy, aged abont eight or ten.y«ars. 
In Acta I. and II, he must appear in i-agged clothes; has a pinche^, starved 
appearance, and a half-idioiic ihahiier. All this to be in strong conti-ast \nth 

/ Acts III. and IV., when he is well dressed, clean, aud appears bi-ight, happy, 

' aud intelligent. He is very quick iu his gestures, aud should kuawthe dcdf-r 

mute manual perfectly, as he expresses himself entirely in pantomime. Care 

oust be taken £o use this manual accurately, for there will geuerall^^ be some 

one in the audience who will detect any mistake. 

Hugh Thompson.— Foreman of the jniy. A heavy, black-bearded niaii of forty 
years. Dressed in flannel shirt, coat and trousers of dark stuff, Ini.'i; bouts, 
big hat, pistol in belt. 

Bill Stevens.— A miner. Dressed in miner's garb; suit of bine jeans, much s6ili-d 
with mud; miner's hat, with a caudle or lamp stuck iu the peak bf it;'U>iig 
boots, 

KuTH. Abmodb.— The heroine. Age about twent>--one years; handsome, woniauly, 
tender, btit biiive and self-reliant. Di^essed quietly in a costume of grny in 
Acts L and n., wearing gniall sombrei'o on her head; in Act lY. site wears 
black. 

Kate Abmoub.— Knth's younger sister. Ingenttn part. Gay, rollicking, coquettisli, 
hut warm-hearted and aympathftic. Dress. Acts I. aud n,, of light l)r(»\^^^ 
material; hair worn loose down her back; a big white sombrero tied "U bv a 
strap under chin; rather short skirts, leather or canvas leggius, andVbiuit 
her 'vaiat is buckled a cartridge belt with pistol. Act IV., a quiet dress oi 
black; dark felt hat on. "^ 

Mrs. Spkiqgs.— Eccentric old wbraan. To appear abont fifty years old; rather ston* 
and red-faced, A dress of some bright color; v(M-y largo bonnet, plaid slinwl. 

Miners, members of Vigilance Committee, jury, deputy sheriffs, etc. — All dl'es^^■»^ 
111 chai^cteristic Westeru style, same art AndreAVR and ntliers. 

/br Properties, Si/hnpsu^ etc., s?e last p"ge. 



DO¥I THE BLiCK GASM. 



ACT L 

;SCENE. — Tifte exlerUir of Henry Armour's cottage. 

C'tirtaiii rises, discovering Mrs. Jobson sealed in chair in front of the 
cuiagc, busily knitUng. 

Mi;?- ^ttBaoM. It!s a sa,d, sad world we're living in this day, and no 
mistake; without rest or refreshment fi-om mom till night and from night , 
till mprning, tilings bein^ that contrary ! It's dreadful wearin' on me, 
a poor lone creetur, "wdm to skin and bone, and my poor Jobson dead 
and buried these fifteen years. Ah, it's a sad cold world we're livin' in ! ' 
{sthgs muunifiiUy) 

Oh, fire and brimstone is our doom ! 

WeoWy live to die; 
And welcome all the mournful tomb, 
And hope that death is nigh. 

Enter Ruth, from cottage. 

Rnrrr. It » strange that my father is so late, Mrs. Jobson. 
Mks. J. A bad sign. Miss Euth, a very bad sign; not to speak of the 
•worrit of supper's bein' late; a very bad sign, dearie. ; 

Ruth (langlUmj). Nonsense, Mrs. Jobson ; you're getting low-spirited 
again. ' 

Mus. J. No, dearie, not getting so; I'm thankfijl to say I'm always 
low-spirited. 

, ' Ruth. Yes, I think you are. Come, cheer up. I'll stroll down the 
road a little way and meet feither.- Some business must have detained 
him. ' [Grosses K. and exit, R. 1 is. . 

Mrs. J. Something's goin' to happen — something dreadful and con^ 
trary; for I heard a coyote howl three times last night; and tha,t alWays 
means ioBjething when the moon is full, though what, no one can tell 
till it comes. Well, well, the worst will be welcome, (sings) 
dh, fire and brimstone ia our doom I 

We only live to die; 

SpitroGS {offR., sings iii a rollicking voiQe). 

And welcome all the mournful tomb, 
And hopeithat death is nigh. 

Enter Sprigos, r. v. b. 

Ha, ha! I'm here at last. Whew! It's warm — devilish warm ! 
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Mus. J. (flrssVfe). Good gracious ! It's Mr. Spriggs-! , 

SpBiGGS. 'Tis, oh 'tis the cottage of my love ! Prithee; gentle lad}', 
canst thou tell whither must I go to Und the fairy dell? Say, canst 
thou ? {liiisinesn.) % ' . 

Mrs. J. La, Mr: Spriggs ! How you do go on! You're really^quite 
supererlicns. (Si'RiGG3?/ro«)i.«) What's the matter? _ 

Si'uioGs. A passing weakness. I fear I am but mortal. How craelly 
sweet are the eclioes that start, when memory plays an old tune on the 
heart. Art-well^ gentle zephyr? 

Mrs. J. Only middlin', thank you, Mr. Spriggs. How's yourself ? 
^.Si'RiGGS. Oh, weary, weary, weary. O'erwhelmed by the rushing 
torrent of my thoughts, and all that sort of thing. 

Mrs. J. You're so amusing ! 
, Spriggs. Amusing ? Never ! Behold a crushed and blighted being. 
Of all the pains, the greatest pain itis to love and love in vain. 

Mits. J. I declare, Mr. Spriggs, I never see you but I want to laugh. 

Spriggs. Ye gods ! Has it come to this ? Am I a lean and slippered 

pantaloon — a cap and bells, by Jove! Minerva, behold thy slave t 

' {hiieelx) Bid me arise thy lover, or I will kneel forever, (aside) Gad, 1. 

hope she'll hurry; this position is awkward. 
1 Mrs. J. {(/ri>j)pi.ii!j knitiin;/). Lor', I don't Jmow what to do. 

Spriogs. Tell nie I love not in vain. Be mine, be mine, be mine, and 
all that sort of thing. Will you, say ? {rises and attempts to embrace^ 
her.) 

, Mrs. J. No, Mr. Spriggs, no. I must know your intentions first, I'm 
only a pore widder. 

Spriggs. A. widow ! Then I am perhaps justified in supposing that 
Jobson is — er — defunct — "^one to that country from whose "bourne no 
-traveller returns," eh ? 
■ Mrs. J. {with asperity). Didn't I say I was a widder? 

Spriggs. You did, my gazelle, you did. But there are many kinds 
of widows; grass widows, and hay widows, and— er— straw widows. ^ 
It's merely a detail, I know, but are yoa a real widow, or only in the 
^incipient stages of curing ? 

Mrs. J. Cinit/i digiii/i/). 1 beg to inform you, Mr. Spriggs, that my late 
husband, Mr. Elisha Jobson, Esquire, has been burled fifteen years next 
fall. 

Spriggs. Buried? Exactly; but is he dead? It's merely a detail, 
but is— he—dead ? Ha, ha ! Is he ? 

Mrs. J. {havghtihi). He is — quite. 

Spriggs, Happy Jobson I I— I mean, poor Jobson, to have to die 
and leave his Minerva. Angels were made fair to look like thee. 
Speak, lovely creature, speak; canst thou love me? Ha, hai Oanst 
thou ? 

Mr.s. J. It do seem, Mr. Spriggs, as if I never could forget my poor 
dear husban' entirely, at times. 

Spriggs. I don't ask you to forget him; only don't remember him in- 
conveniently. Oomparisonp are odorous. You may break, you may 
shatter tlie vase, if you will, but the mem'ry of Jobson will hang round 
It still. " 

Mrs. J. Oh, you are so supercilious, {weeps.) 

Sphigos (aside). Ha ! She weeps ! At last she is mine— I think. 
(sloivlii imtlinri his arm nbont her) Minerva, dry those tears; those 
lovely eyes should Hot be dimmed or dashed with care, nor should love's 
—rumty-dumty sighs, t«-tum, te-tum, whoever dare. 
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Mrs. J. Oh dearl {rests k&i- head on /il&s/toulder andsi(f/is.) 

SpRioGS. Exactly. WUl you therefore, Minerva, exchange Jobson — 
Phoebns, what a name i^for Sprigf^ ! It's only 9, detail; but will you ? 

Miis. J. Don't ask me, Hiram. I'm all in a flutter; ^ngs are going 
round and round. 

Spkigos. You are bilious, my angeK Kemind me of that later and 
I'll give you something for it. And so, sweet rosebud, you will I)e mine, 
won't you-? - ' 

Mks. J. Well, then, yes I will, Hiram. 

Si'RiGos (stiirti seieral times to kiss her, and hesitates — riside). When 
in doubt, take the trick, (kisses her.) Egad, she is mine ! (atojerf) Ah, 
Minerva, what lovely odes and sonnets and what-you-may-call-ems I 
will Hovv inscribe to you! Something like this: 

Goddess of reason, of knowledge, of power, 

Hail to thee, hail to thee, tumty ! .. 
Smile on our union, te-tumty, tuin-t<5?ver. 
And come to my arms with a-lumty, {they embrace,) ' 

Mrs. J. But how are_we going to live, Hiram ? Have you money ? 

Sprigus {tfr^niiiiij OnckX How shall we live ? Money ! Lucre ! Don't 
-bother' me with details, (embraces /ler again) How should I know how 
we're going to live ? 

Mrs. J. But can you support me, Hiram ? 

Spriggs. It looks as if I were supporting you now, doesn't it? (they 
sep'irat:) 

Mrs. J. But can you buy the necessaries of life, Hiram ? 

Spriggs. Of course I can. Ha, ha ! I should think so — {aside) or 
borrow 'em. 

Mrs. J. But how ? 

Spriggs. JEh ! How ? 

Mrs. J. Yes, how? 

Srriggs. Er-didyousay how, Minerva? 

Mrs. J. {rmpntieiillfi). Yes. yes— iAou).'' ' 

Spriggs. Oh, anyhow. Don't bother me with a lot of details. When, 
you want anything, just go and get it — have it charged. 

Mrs. J. But what is your occupation, Hiram ? • 

Spriggs. I am a poet. I write songs, sonnets, lyrics, odea, satires, 
epics, and everything that makes home happy and life one long, sweet 
dream. See? , - 

Mrs. J. No, I don't. 

Spriggs. Weil, suppose, for the illustration, that you should be cut 
down by the grim reaper, death, {aside) Happy hgure, that — ^grass 
widow, cut down by death's scythe — must make a note of it. {takes out 
note book Olid writes, (hen aloud) Yf%\\, as I was saying-r-by the grim 
reaper, death; it would give me great pleasur e 
. VLv.s. 3. {indignantly'). Svc\ Mr. Spnggs ! 

Spriggs {drawing near again). A melancholy consolation, I mean, to 
write the epit^h to be engraved upon your tombstone, pleasantly loca- 
tedjn an agreeable buthighly inaccessible corner of the shadowy vale. 
' Mr.«i. J. But does writing poetry pay, Hiram ? 

Spriggs. Well, no, I can't say that it is a lucrative profession;. but 
it'is inoffensive, and highly genteel. 

Enter Ruth, b. 1 e. As Spriggs is about to kiss Mrs. Jobson, Kuth 
laughs. Both start. 

Ruth. What is itr-a new game ? Ha, ha ! 
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SpniGGS. Ha! Discovered! Foiled ! (/70jX'7 »?•) Meet me by moon- 
liglit-alone, sweet i)ne, and then I Will tell you a tale must be told in the 
mdonlight alone, my own, in the grove at the end of the vale. Adieu, 
adieu, and in thine orisons be all my sins remembered. Tarta ! ta-ta ! 

[JUxit, B. 3 E., kissiHg his lutnO. 
. Ruth (advancing ton., laughing), fehe always as affectionate as that, 
Mrs. Jobson? 

Mes J. Well, no. Miss Ruth, not generally; but we was discussln' my 
late 'usban', Mr. Jobson. 

Enter Jimmie, I., v. E. He seats himself tip t. 

Ruth {lauc/hing). I see; and Mr. Spriggs was endeavoring to console 
yoH. (sees Jimmie) Ah, there is that poor little dumb boy again. Won't 
. you go into the house and get him something to eat, Mrs. Jobson ? 
- Mrs. J. Indeed I will. It makes my heart ache just to look at the 
child, (goes into cottage.) 

Ruth. Poor boy 1 I wish I could do something for him. They say 
he is frightfully abused by the man he lives with, (ffoes to him ; boy is 
alaiineil ; she talks,' gestures, and strokes his hair tosooilie hinrC) There, 
there, don't be frightened; yon are safe. (6oy svii/es) Poor child ! Can 
anything be more pitiful than the late of this poor boy, deaf and dumb, 
neglected, ignorant, and without a kind hand in the world to help him ? 

Enter Mas. Jobson from cottage, with plate of food. 

" Mrs. J. There, Miss Ruth, give that to the poor lad. 

Ruth (taking plate). Thank you. (site offers the plate to the hoy in 
pantomime; he refuses, but at last, encouraged by lier mannei; takes 
the plate and goes up, where he sits and eats ravenously. Ruth and 
Mrs. 'J. down c. f.) 

Ruth. To me there is something inexpressibly sad in seeing any one 
so hoBgry. Poor little fellow ! We must try and do somethiDg for him, 
Mrs. Jobson. 

Mrs. J. Aye, that we will, dearie, to-morrow morning. 

JEntei- Henry Armour, b. 1 e. 

Armour. Hello, Ruth ! Kate ! Mrs. Jobson ! 

Ruth. Here we are, father. What's the matter ? You look excited. 

Arm. Nothing's the matter. 

Roth {ci-ossing to him). Father, something has happened. 

Arm. Well, you're right; someliiing has happened. Come here, (ttey 
go to R. 3 E.) Do you know that mine over there on Snow mountain ? 

Ruth. Yes; it's the "Little Ruth," that you named after me. 

Arm. Yes, after you, my dear. Well, I've just sold that mine to some 
Eastern men for-^ow much do you think ? (tliey turn and come down 

0.) 

Ruth. Oh, Ave thousand dollars, perhaps. 

Mrs. J. i say ten thousand. I.know Jobson once had a mine 

Arm. (laughing). Why, that wouldn't buy a look at it What do you 

say to a hundred thousand dollars, eh ? 
Ruth. A hundred thousand dollars ! Do you mean it. father ? 

Mrs. J. It's quite likely. I know Jobson had a mine 

Arm. (producing bills and papers). There yon are— C. O. D. One 

hundred thousand dollars, in cash and good securities. 
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Mrs. J. (cwtt^e, going lo^oard coUqge). If lobaoa had ouly sold his 
mjiie for a Jiundrod thousand-dollars, aiiU ijnt'drank up the money, J.'d 
not be here now, a poor lone widder, which -everytlung goes coutratjr 
to. (t/pon liilp hoii<e, iwepiii;/.) 

Rui'H. Btitwhat are you going to do with the money, father ? It isn't 
safe here. 

_A.RM. I shall take it to Denver to-morrow. Yet I wish I knew where 
to hide it meautiine, fCM" X am afraid.of being roJjbed if I carry it about 
' with me. -The camp is overrun with dangerous men. 

Ruth Don't talk so; you frighten me. Come here. {s!ie looks fibout 
stage to liee if any one in in xiglit, mid then leads liiiii to tra/) 'iH.e)id-of • 
cottageySee, ttiis log Is hollow; you can hide the money in here, and no 
one will ever be the wiser. 

Aru. I'll do it. N'o;one knows of this besides us two 1 

RuTff. No, not a soul. - . 

Enter Rdfus Stone, b. 1 K. He donceaU himself, hut stiU remains in 
"^ iig/tt of audience, and obsm-vei Ruth and Armour concealing the 
" ])aekage. Ruth and Armour return to C. 

ARMrThat money is safe enougli. No one will ever suspect that log 
isn't just «s it grew. Hist! Did you hear anything? (/is/e»is) No, it 
was the wind. Good-^ye, Ruth. 

Ruth. Why, where are you going, father ? 

Asm. Back to the camp. Business, business, business ! Be back in 
an hour. 

Roth. Good-bye, if youmust go. 

^Exit Armour, B.. u. e. Ruth watches him, a moment,-ttnd tlien goes 
into cottage, l. 

Stone (comirig to c). There goes the cussedest, pootiest little filly iff 
the State of Colorado. Leetle mite sweet on me, but it ain't no use. 1 
ain't one of the marryin'Hnd, an' she won't have me short o' that. I 
wonder what tljey wasa-hidin' ? It may hev been th' swag th' oW man 
got fnr his mine— a cool hundred thonsand. I wish I cOuM get hold of 
it. (fUscoeers^and drdg^ out Jimmie) Hello ! You here ? wall, how, if 
it ain't real nice an' pjTeasant to And you here ! What are you doin', iny 
lambkin ? (sAa/ie.? AmjO Come; don't be sulky, you cripple; spe^fc up 
like a little man. (pinches him — boi/ cities out) What're ye whinin' at, ye' 
young cub ? (xtrikes Mmr—boy cries) gnivelin ? I'll larn you- to snivel 
at-yerbettersj, Take thai for manners, (c^yfs A/wi) What's that in yej- 
hand ?- '^Cafce ! Gimme it here, '{seizes if) What right has a little 
crippled beggar with cake ? {enti it) Devilian good too. What da yoih 
mean by;lookia'.that.way at me ? (oit^y Atm) Ye little calf! Can't ye ■ 
think of nothin' but eatin' ? I'll larti ye manners, (kiiock^ him down^- 
hiifi jumps uphill an aifilnde of se/f-defe nee— Stose laughs) Oh, ye will, 
wiilye? Yeongrateful little vipeirl Me, who has ffed ye and warmM' 
ye ah' tooken care of ye like a mother, ye little beast. {7te ticists boy's 
arm—rhoyories out iii pain) Hollet away, (he Iwisls ngain^^oy-im- 
plores him by gestures to stop — Stone amuses himself hy torturing the 
■boy, smiling at his anguish) "That's it ! Holler away ! I'll give ye some- 
thing to holler for afore I've done With ye. (boy seizes Stone's hand and 
bites if) Curse ye, ye little beast ! You've bitten my hand ! (knocks kirrt 
down and kicks him) Take that, aijd that ! (boy groans.) 

Efifer 'R&rn, f7-om cottage, L. She rushes forward. ' 

Ruth. Stop ! What are yon doing ? 
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Stqne {ktektiig -boy). None of your business what I'm doin'. Git up, 
yejittle beast. (60?/ rs'ses.) ' 

Ruth (sferwi^; Stop, Isay ! 

Stone {in mock terror). Oh, miss, I'm only defendin' myself. (l,o hoy) 
I'll larn ye manners ! {slrikea him) Take that, an' that, an' that ! - 

Roth {neiziuy his arm). You inliuman brute ! I'll make you stop. 

S>t(.)i(Ti {throwing her asute). Make me, will ye! Haw, haw! Le's 
see ye begin. I reckon I'll kick the lights outen this cub if I wants to. 
{bibks boy again, who faUs) Git up now and make the lady a bow. 
{(iragsthn unconscious boy to his feet.) 

Rhth. Stop this, I say! 

Stone (thromng Iter roughly aside), Come, sis, don't ye be tryiu' no 
games on me. {cuffs boy — 'Rvth seizes his arm — he forces her to i-neel. 
and holds her in ihat-posilion)Lord, don't ye look pretty uowyer mad ! 

RtJTH {struijciling). Help ! Help ! 

Stone. Won't you give the old man a kiss, hey ? Come, just one little 
o;ie. {tries to kiss her, they struggle.) 

RCTii. Help ! 

^nier John Andkews, running, n. 1 e. He catches Stone by the collar 
and waist and throws him heavily. 

Andrews. Lie there, you brute! What is it. Miss Armouv? («s.«(.<i/s 
her to rise) Are you hurt? (Stone moves, Andrews drains a pistal) lie 
still, you dog, or I'll make you taste this. Miss Armour, if-1ie^»8 in- 
sulted you, I will kill him. ' ' 
. EuTH {aside). I must not tell him the truth or he will kill him. {nloiiiT) 
It was nothing, Mr. Andrews, that he was doing to me, but he was 
shaiitelully abusing this poor little dumb boy, and I tried to stop liim. 

And. Well, it looks-to me as if lie had stopped now. {stirnn;/ Stoxk 
with his font) How does it strike you, eh ? (Stone rises on 7iis elbovf) 
None of that. Lie down. 

Ruth. Fray let him go. He has been pauished enough. 

And. {kickinff Stone). Get up ! Don't yott hear ? Get up ! (STtrsB 
rises) Put up your lianas. Now pull your freight oat of this, that way. 
{points L.) Let's see how long it will take you to get out of sight (Rurii 
leads JiMMiE up and tninisters to him.) 

' SfoNE {sUrldy). Talk is cheap, and any one can kick a man when he's 
got the drop on him. You.wait; I'll make you sorry lor this yet. 

And. That will do;" you may go. (StoNe turnsio go) Hold on ! Gome 
here ! Come here, I sa^ ! What's your name ? 

Sto'ne. Bufu's Stone, 

And. Rofus Stone ! Tou're the man we ased to know np in Deadweod, 
three years ago, as Jake Slyme, or Slimy Jake, the gambler. 
^ Stone {surtUy). No, I ain't. I never was in Deadwood. 

And. Oh, yes, you were. There, keep your hands up. Yon got that 
scar there, over your eye, one night on the divide, trying to hold up 
Colonel Parker, only he was too quick, and downed you. Remember 
it, don't you ? 

Stone. Naw, I don't, {momrig uneasUy away) 1 tell you I never was 
in Deadwood. 

And. Oh, yes you were. Hold on ; I haven't finished yet. Don't be 
in such a hurry. It isn't polite. Don't you remember the Vigilantes 
sent you notice that they'd give you just two hours to leave Deadwood, 
and don't yon remember how you left, accordingly ? 

Stone. It's a Ue, I tell you. 
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And. You've ^tobably. forgotten it. But you. must remember Bob 
Swift, leailer of the Vigilantes ? TqiU, heavy man, Bob was, with black 
ej^es and hair, and » way of saying, " Git, damn you ! '' that was very 
persuading. You don't? That's odd. Whea I see the leader of- the 
Vigilantes down at t|ie camp, I'll tell him'yOu're here. That's all. There's 
your road. Slimy 3ake, and if I ever catch you around this place again, 
I'll shoot you'on. sight, fiands up ! 'March ! 

Stone (usi'.le, ijoinrj l.). Cuise him ! X'U be even with him yet. 

[£2;i^ST0NE, L. 1 E. 

. - And. (to Ruth). He won't trouble you again. Is the boy much hurt ? 

Ruth. Not seriously, I think. Won't you carry him to that settee, 
please ? He will be better if he lies down a little while. (Akdbews car- 
ries JiMMiE to settee, and Ruth carefully covei-s him up with a blanket, 
' then both return and sit in front ofcoltaije.) 

And. So your father has sold the " Little Ruth " hiine, I hear ! 

Ruth. Yes, fbr one hundred thousand dollars, I only wish the origi- 
nal Rutli;was worth one tenth as much. 

:ANb. She is, and ten times as much. 

Ruth {laughing). She can't be considered a very desirable bargain, 
then, for there have beep no bids yet 

And. Ah, but there has been one bid thought, if .not spoketu 

Ruth. Really I Well, 1 like people to say ail they think. 

And. Then you must approve of me, for I say a great deal more than 
i think, very often. 

'SxTW. I am a&aid yon have an accusing conscience. There is evi^ 
dently something on your mind. {lauijhsJ) 

And. Yes, there is something on my mind. May I t^ you what it 
is? . - 

Ruth (snberly. Tell me ? I dont understand you. 

And. It is very simple. Ruth, dearest, I love you. 

Roth (startlecl). Ah ! what have you said ? 

And. What I cannot help saying. Have you not seen this before ? I 
am a poor man now, Ruth dear, bat some day I will be rich, if I only 
have you to work for. Will you not trust me, dear love ? 

Ruth. Ah ! why do you apeak of money ? I shall not think lesB of 
you because you are poor, (aside) If I could only show him that I mean 
yes'! {pause.) 

And. And yet you do not love me. I am sorry. For^ve me; I- 
meant no barm. How could I ? Hove you. Good-bye. {turiis away.} 

RcTir. Dont — ^be— lin a -hurry — John. It isn't so — v^— late, {hides 
her face. in Jim- handi.) 

And. No, I cannot Stay, {turn.i-nnd sees her with her arms ontslreich- 
ed as if imploring him to stay) Ah, Rutb, you do love me ? {embraces 
her.) 

Enter Tom and Kat?, r. 1 e. 

RuTii. Yes, .John, a^-little. 

And. A little iS plenty— to begin with. 

KVtk. Ahem I Excuse us, please, if you are busy. (Tom and Kate . 
come dmvn.) 

Ruth. Why, Kate, i? that you ? 

K.ate. Oh, yes, this is me, fast enough; but I shouldn't recognize you 
ill tliat'rig. (i/nUicatin;/ Aktirrws' arm which is arou7ul Rvra'a waisf) 
Giieas you two must be pretty well acquainted. 

AxD.' {iiiug'iinri). Pretty well, Kate. You see, Ruth and I are going 
to be married some dajy. 
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T(iM. Oh, that's all rlRht, Johnny. Go right ahead and get marfifed. 
Bless you, my children, bless you. (And hews a7id Ruth laug/t and •</• « /, 
HI! niid nf \.. u. E.T I say, Kitty, suppose you- and I get married. , It 
looks mighty pleasant. 

Kath {xcoriifiMit). You've got a grand nerve, haven't yon ? I tliiiik 
I see myself getting married— to you. What's the news at the cauip. 
Tommy ? 

Tom. Oh, nothin' much. "Fney was sayln' to-day that they'd got all 
the fools locked up at last. 

Katk. Then liow'd yoii get out of the corral ? 

Tom. Never was in. inii/slnriuusli/) Kate, will you promise to say 
nothin' to nobody ? 

Kate. Yep. 

Tom. Cross your heart and hope to die ? 
.Kate. Yep. ■ '£ 

Tom. And put your right hand on your left ear and not breathe till 1 
count ten ? 

Kate. Yep. What is it? 

Tom. Well, I've struck it big— from way back, and return. 

Kate. Have, eh ? Well, lookiu' at you now, I should say it had 
struck back, pretty middlin' hard. What was it — a muel ? 

Tom. No, sir. It's the bigges.t silver lode in the world. 

Kate '{coolli/). I want to know. Where is it ? Got it with you ? 

Tom. Oh, I've got it all right; don't tret. I wouldn't take live million 
dollars for it, in cash. See ! Here's some of the rock. I'd like to bet 
it'll assay a thousand dollars a ton. 

Kate (examining iKick). Look kere. Tommy Dalton ; do you mean to 
say this is out of your five million mine ? 

ToM. Don't I ? And there's thousands of tons of it in sight It's just 
about the biggest thing goin'. 

Katfi:. Biggest./boi goin', you mean. That's nothin' but iron^^inUes, 
the meanest stuff in the world, and it ain't worth a cent a ton. You're 
havin' an attack of the sillies, you are. {goiiiff ioaard cottage.) 

Tom. But, Kitty, don't 

Kate. Good-evening, Mr. Dalton. I don't like fools. A man that don't 
know iron pirates had better go West and learn, I say. Good-evening. 

[Exit into cnttnge. 

Tom. I'll break the head of the man who told me that was silver. 

[Exit, hurriedly, n. 1 e. 

filter Andrews and Ruth, i,. u. e., coming down slouiy. 

And. igut, Ruth dear, I don't know what your father will say when I 
fell hin^ \y3 are engaged. 

RuTiF, Whiit c)q you mean ? 

And, He has tried to quarrel with me to-day over the boundary lines 
of oqr claims, and I'm afraid he will never consent to our man-iage. 

HuTH. Oh, ffttheir may be very fierce now, but he will get over it in a 
few days; he always does. And besides, the fact that he has sold tlie 
mine for a hundred thousand dollars, will help to make him good- 
natured. 

And. I hope he has found a good place to keep this rhoney ; 'the camp 
is full of desperate charactors just now. 

Ruf H. Oh, yes, we've got it in a safe place. See, here it h. (she leads 
him to log and shqips hp}} where t/ie n\o)}ei/ fs hid,) ' "" 
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£n/er Armour, B.lE. llu imlchg; llie:n, irrfWifullil, . 

And. Yes, that is safe enough, if no one knows about it but your 
father. 

Arm. {asicie). The scoundrel ! . . 

And. And now, • my, darling, I must say gootlrniglit. {Ikey turn up 
stage.) 

EuTH, But must -you go so soon, John dear ? 

And. Yes, so that I may return the soouit. But some day TH never 
say good-night. (/;iA-.vf.'! Ae)-.) 

Ruth. I wish that time were now, John dear. 

And. Do you, darling? Then 1 must say good-night again. (JcUses 
Iter aguLH.\ . 

Arm. (ci'nxxing fn t/mn). AVell, sir, what are you doing here ? (p.(?(.<je) 
What's the matter ? Can't you speak ? How dare yon — -^? , • 
- And. {mfh dignity). Mr. Armour, Ruth— your daughter — has promised 
to be my wife. 

Arm. My daughter your wife ! A most honorable gentleman yisu are. 
Not content, with trying t-o steal my mine, you come here, when I'm 
away, and try to rob me of my daughter arid my money. . 

And. Sir ! I ask for your daughter — not your moufey. I vould not 
touch a penny of it to keep me from starving. - ' 

Arm. (fiiriotusii/). Away from here ! I want no words with you. 
Ruth shall not marry a thief ! Be off ! 

And. {iiwirily). No man sliall speak thus to me, and — — 

Rii'PH. Hush, John ' Don't ansv/er him now, but go. Come back 
to-morrow; it will be all right the)i. Good-bye, dear; good-bye. 

Arm. Ruth, come here. 

And. (calm, irith effort). For your sake, Ruth dear, .1 will go, though 
no one but your father could thus address me. Until to-moiTow, good- 
bye. [Boii-.s mid exit, R. 2 k. 

Arm. What does this mean, girl! Have you promised to be that 
man's wife t 

EuTu. Yes, I have. 

Arm. Fool ! Don't you know It is my money he wants 1 He hasn't 
a dollar of his own fn the world. 

RoTfi. He does not want your money. I know this, for I love him. 

Arm. You shall never marry him. Go into the hoi^se. 

Roth. And I say I will maiTy him. No power on earth can stop me." 

Arm. I can. ' " 

Ruth. Not even you. I love John Andrews, and I will marry him 
to-morrow,-if he will have me. [Qoei into cottage. Stage darlcKiis. 

Arm. She'll soon talk differently. No child of mine shall marry ^ 
poor man. Impudent scoundrel ! I wonder if that money will be safe 
• where it is. (starts to find it) NOrUO, I'll let it stay there; it's safe 
enough; safe enough, (goes into cottage.) 

Entm: Stoke, l. u. &,'mas7ced, and armed with knife ami pistol. _ 
Stage dark. 

Stone. Blessed be the poor! That's me. I'm poor— cussed poor. I 
waiit that boodle they hid along here somewhere, (grnpp.s ahont; runt 
against settee upon irhich Jimhie /las ieen tiling nsleep all thin time. 
-. Tlie boy awalces and sees Stone, «7m- doffs not perceiiie liim, and n.i- 
Stoke 'jtas.ies down, .oteals upxtagein tei~ror, where he hides, und ob- 
serves all the events that follow. He is in sight of the auilience but not 
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Of the -actor x. Stone hUiH^) All fwhat's that ? I tliOugbt I lie?ird some- 
"tlihis. The wind, most likelv. {liims comer of colMih'. 1 1 ml reach e.i 
huleiii the loij) Ah ! I reckon this is the qrlace.. One hundred thousand 
dollars ain't a bad sum for poor but honest man like me. Curse it : -1 • 
can't find it. Hav^ tlie^ taken It away ? Hush \ Some one is^cpmmg. 
Ouolcg aroihul or iter of eottivie. Aumouk ,i/ipefir.i ill door or col tune, 
with a lii/hted cmuUe) The old man ! Curse him ! (Awte hvhhid hnxh, 
L. lE., ill Mrjht of luiUieiice, ami drawsii knife) It won't be ^lealthy for , 
him to find me. • , ... 

AiiM. {cimiim/ doirii to L. F.). I, cannot sleep. The least sound dis- 
turbs me. I am sure I heard s&mething moving out here, {searches 
■with caudle— holdili'jlit ooer Sfoiji!, and seems j nut on the iioiiil ofdls- 
coveriiig him, irheii' S'rosK blows the liijht out) Ah, my ligbt ia out 
Well, it must have been my imaglTiation. 

Sioxii {aside). Another step and I'd have cat his heart out 

Akm. {reliiihtiiuj (M-mUe). I wonder if my moiiey is safe out here, (gets 
2i!) Yes, here it is. Shall I put it back ? (Ae-vV/fte-s.) 

Stone {asidf). It will be the safest plan for Mm. 

Akm. No, I'll take it in the house with me. I can never sleep while 
it is out here. Every sound suggests a robber, {starts back for Me' 
coUiige — his candle is wjain extingiiisjuid,) 

Sto.ne {aside\ Curse liim ! , He's takiu' the swag into the bouse. I'll 
stop that, {as AiiMouR nears door~of Cottage Stoxk steals n/i Jjekiiu/, 
garrotes him, and seizes package of truniey. They struggle oner Co R. p., 
where Stone throits Armour douin,behihd set boulder, and kneels with 
his fingers on his throat.) 

Arm. Help I help! 

Stone (g'esiMring' with knife.) Hush! Another sound and I'll split 
your heart. ( pause. Ruth appears at door of collage— she places the 
candle just inside the doorway, so that the light falls upon her fane 
and figure.) 

Ruth. I'm sure I beard a cry for help, {listens) Something is wrong. 
(Ilslens) It seems as if I could hear some one breathing. 1 can ! Who ia 
there ? ( pause) Who is there, I say ? {she steps into cottage and inslmWii 
retiinis irillt a large revolver, ■ighieh.she cocks and points into the durk- 
iiess) Answer qr I will tire 1 One — two 

Stone {putting knife to Armour's throat and whisjieriiifi) Say "It is . 
I, Ruth, your father." {pause) Quick ! Answer or this, {shoics knife.) 

Aiui. {fainily). It is I, Ruth, your father. 

Roth. You, father ! What are you dohig there ? 

S'TONis (to Akmoub). Say "I am with .John Andrews." (/jaK.w. Ar- 
mour refuses to speak) Speak, or I'll kill you and the girl too. tipeak, 
I say ! 

Arm. {slowly). I am with-; — 

Stone {iiihfspering), John Andrews. 

Arm. with John Andrews. 

Ruth. With John Andrews ! I'm so glad. Wait a moment I'll be 
with you. 

Stone (to Armour). Tell her, "No, go to bed. Walt till to-morrow." 
(Armour is silent) Do as I tell you, or I'll murder you both. 

Arm. (sloiHy). No, Ruth, go to bed. Wait till to-rmorrow. 

Ruth (langliing). Well, if you don't want me, father, I know John 
does. Eh, John ? 

Stoxb Umitaling Andrews' itoire). No, go to bed. 

Ruth. Nonsense ! I won't do it Just wait till I get a shawl, {aees 
into cottage, langhiig.) 
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Arm.' (striigghng). Ah, Stone, I- know you now. Help 1 {ifiey sli'tt/jglH 
, viii/eiil/y) I'll hang you for tliia. Help ! 

Stoxk. Ah, you will, will you ? {stiiba him) Take that, and that; and 
that ! Now let them help you If they can. (rt»e.v, picks up the twiiUte 
of luoney, a)id rutin ofi, waving kiiff'u, u. I E,) ~ 

Akm. {hi Heath agony). Help ! -helpJ (duriiig entire scene Jimmie has 
been visible to audience, moving aiiout noiselessly, slriviny to . get' a 
giiiapse of the man. As Stonk rises, Jimmie, m)/(0 has stolen ihnen un-^ 
perceived, recognizes him, and shoios to audience, by &lgiis, his iei'io.'. 
lie tries to speak and attract attention, but cannoi.) , 

Ente7- Ruth, Kate, anil Mrs. Jobson, from cottirge, bearing candles. 
Lights up a Utile. Kmii crosses to k. and discoeet's herfiifher. 

RiTTH. Father! S^eak, father, speak. Don't yon know me ? (;-a«'.«e.« 
hi.i head on her knees) Oh, God! He is dying! Who has done this? 
Wto? 

AiiM. {faintlj/). Euth— I am-^ytog— robbed— murdered— by^-by— 
-{stritightens nii) by — It was — (falli dead.) 

K^is audUiis: 3. Help! help! Murder! 

CrouKl rugh on, n. 3 E., including TnoRNE, Dalton, Spriogs, Stone, 
etc., etc. They can-y torches. 'Lights full. 

TiioRNE. Ah, Armour ! Wounded ! 

Kate. Yes, yea. Save him! 

Thornk (feeling his pidse). Good God ! He's dead ! 

All. Dead! 

Sntei- John Axdrew.s, r. vs. e. He hurries to Rdth. 

Ruth. Ah, my heart will break ! {intense emotion by 'Rxrta-and Kate. ) 

And. What is it, Buth ? Speak ! What is it ? 

Ruth. Look! Loot! 

Awn. Your father! Dead! ^ 

RuTii. Yes, murdered ! {faints, ami is cavqM &?/ Kate.) 

And, Who has done this? Where is the murderer ? 

Stone {planing his hand on Andrews' shoulder-) Here ! Yqu are the 
man ! 

And. You lie! (fie sjrrings nt Stone, but is caught by tieo men, and 
tlwy stand glaring at each olhe)' over the body of' Armodb, which lies at 
c. ¥. Jimmie is see)i up c, frantically trying to attract attenCtou.) 

Tableau. 

slow cbrtain. 
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ACT n. 

SCENE.— Foot of Monument Rock, Black Canon. 

Curtain rises, disoQv'er ing Thovlsk, chief of VigUanles; and judge of 
the trial, seated b. 1 e. Al c,., w^fl vp, six men, forming jury. 
Miners and others u/t u. and L., carrying torches. EverytJ&ng is 
done decorously and quietly. 

Thorne {rising and addressing men). Men, we are assembled here 
to-night to judge a man accused of murder. It is the most solemn:and 
awful duty that can fall to oui- lot. But, buried as we are, behind tiiese 
walls of everlasting stone, reuioved from the restraints and influences 
of civilization, we dare not wait the slow process of the law, lest crime 
shall go forever unpunished, and no man's life be safe. So we have be- 
come a law uuto ourselves. Upon the beiglits of yonder granite wall 
lies the body of an iiuiocent old man, cruelh' slain in defending his 
lionie. I call upon you, meg, to avenge this foul wime. Yet we must 
act fairly, calmly, mercifully, and, above all, reverently ; for the life of 
^ iiiiin, even though lie be a murderer, may lightly be sacrificed. We 
must make no mistake in anger, lest it shall one day be said there were 
twogliastly crimes done in one night in Phoenix. Fii-st find the guilty 
man, I say to you, and then, when to-morrow's sun rises from behind 
Snow mountain, let the first slanting rays that light up Black_Canon fall 
upon the body of the murderer of Henry Armour, swinging from yonder 
rock. Bring in the prisoner. 

Filter John A.ndukws, r. 3 e., disarmed, and guarded by two men car- 
" ryiiig rifles and pistols. He is quiet, dignified, and se/f.possessed ; 
he wears hit hut, stands in centre of stage, with folded avjns, and 
surveys lite scene scornfully. -- 

And. (slowly and contemptuously). Well, what is this ? 

TiioRXE. John Andrews, you are charged with the mm-der of Henry 
Armour. What have you to say ? 
'And. {quickly). It is a lie ! 

ThoeSe. Do you deny your guilt ? 

And. I say it is a lie! 

Thorne. There is strong evidence against you, and 

And. {inieiTupting). I tell you it is a lie.' Who dares accuse me of 
this? 

Thorne. You shall know in good time. Will yon answer my ques- 
tions ? 
' And. Not one ! I will not endure the insult of a trial for this crime. 

Thorne. As you please; but if you are innocent you had better speak 
out frankly. 

And. I tell you I am innocent. There is no if. 

Thorne. Enough. You shall have a chance to prove it. 

And. Not I ! 'Tis you must prove my guilt. 

Thorne. Again I ask you to answer my questions. We are your 
friends here. 

And. {after a pause). Well, what do you wish ? 

Thorne. Were you on friendly terms with Henry .\rmour? 

And. Yes, fairly. 
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TnoiiNE. Where were you wlien the murder was committed? 
• And. Ib my cabin, over there on the slope of Snow mountain. 

Thokne. Were you alone ? < 

And. Yes. (//« starts iiiriri/ — in sl/rppeil.) 

TiioRNR. Halt! Where are you going ? 

And. I am going home, {nxide) I must see my poor Ruth. What a 
terrible sorrow i3 her's to-nif;ht ! (itloml) I tell yi)u t am innocent of this 
crime — that I was in my cabin when the murder was done. -Stand back 
there ! Let me pass. (« slriujijle — he U held.) 

TiiOBNii. StOip, I sav ! I have not finished yet 

An'D. (sconijuUi/). Not fiuishted ! Well, go ou. j(<ci Me r/uarAs) Unhand 
me I sa^. (tliey release liiiii) I'll not be treated like a felon. Stand 
back !(<Ae2//aK &«<;/.:. 2'« Thoknk) Go on. 

TiioRNK. Is there any one here who can swear to an alibi for you ? 

Akd. Yes. 

Thornk. Wholshe? 

And. ~I — John Andrews. 

TiioRNE. That will not do. We cannot accept your testimony. 
-.And. It is as good as a thousand witnesses. I'll answer no, more 
questions. 

TiioRNE. Where was your partner at the time of the. murder? 

And. I'll answer no more questions, I say — not one. 

Thobhe. Very well. Call Rufus Stone. (Sionk sC«^/.y Zo l. p. He nc(.i 
in a geared, cringing manner. Andrews foofe at him with conleiiipt.)' 

SfONE. Here. ^ , , 

And. (scoriifi(!l;j). And so tlus is a witness for the prosecution ! I 
wouldn't whip a dog on'his oath. 

Thorne. Swear the witness. (Stone is nworn in pantomime) Stone, 
-do you know the prisoner ? 

Stone (loithont lookiirj). Yes, I know him. i 

- .4.ND. No, you do not know him, but lie knows you for a gambler and 
blackleg. ' 

Thorne. Enough of this talk ! Tell your story. Stone. 

And. Yes, tell your lie, Stone, alias Jake Slyme. Tell your ]iretty 
story, (laughs schniful/y.) 

Thokne. Silence ! Go on. 
- Stone (wi/h emiinrrassmunt). Well, as I was comin' 'long the' trail 
, by the edge of the Black Canon, just afore the murder to-night, I come 
to old Armour's* house up on the bluff. 

Thorne {sharpli/). What were you doing there at that time of night? 

Stone, Well, I won't "disguise it from you, j;ed{;e. I'd been settin' 
up with little Billy Thomas, who's got the mountain fever, over to his 
cabin, by the Pay Rock mine. 

Thorne. Go on. 

Stone. And as I passed flld Armour's house I heard voices talkln'.^ 
his an' another— soijndm' as if they was quar'Un'. I kinder edged up 
clQst, quiet like, and then I see oiie of them- was Andrews there. 

And. i^vinlenlly). You lie, J'on scoundrel ! 

Thokne (sharply) Silence ! What time was that ? 

Stqne. a little before the murder— 'leven o'clock, mebbe. 

And. Then tow could you see the faces ? It was pitch dark. 

Stone (confused at first). Well, you see. it was this way. While I 
stood there tiie old man he scratched a match fnr his iiipe, an' I see their 
faces then, when it blazed. up; 'sides I knowed the voices. 

TiiOBNK [to Andrews). What have you to say to that ? 

,A.ND. (cuiiteiiipluously): Nothiiig. It's a lie, that's all. 
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THORNE(/oSTONE).'GoOn. „ ..^ . 

Stone. Wal, sir, then I went on a^ain, tliinkm' it was all right, when 
all at once I liearda cry fat help, and I ruinied back, and— Wal, you 
know the rest, {imimt) And so, Jedge, I swear he done the niui-der. 
(sminitioii.) ■ 

TiiOBXE (to Andrews). What have yoa to say to this ? 

And. Nothing. ' 

TrioRNE. Nothing at all 2 
• And. Absolutely nothing. If you will believe him, It is useless for me 
to speak. . • ' 

TiioitNE (fo Stonk). How long a time elapsed between your seeing 
the two men, by the light of the match, and hearing the cry for help ? . 

SroxE: Oh, not long; I hedn'tgone more'n forty rods, r should say._ 

TnoiiNE. And do you swear that John Andrews did the murder? 

Stoxk. He must a done it; couldn't lio one else. But why don't you 
call the women ? Don't take my word for it. They can tell soniethiug. 
(«,.«'(<«) They'll hang him, give 'em a chance. Ourae him ! 
', TiioitNE ('o Stone). That's all. (Stoke retires «/). To And hews). Have 
you still nothing to say ? .- 

And. Nothing. Nobody believes this blackleg's oath. Very likely 
he murdered Armour himself. 

Stone. It's a liff, I say 

TiioiiNE. Silence! Is Thomas Dalton here ? 

Tr)M (step-iiiii/ lo c). Yes, he is here, decidedly, {uoiwi to Andrew.'!) _ 
God bless you, Johnny, old man; keep up your nerve. I'm for you, you 
bet Some one has made a mistake, Johnny; but we'll make 'em pay 
handsome for it before we're done with 'em. Don't you weaken. It'i 
all right - it's all right. 

TiioRNE. Is your name Thomas Dalton ? 

Tost. Yes, it is; though generally Tommy. 

TiioiiNE. Do you swear to tell the truth only? 
- Tom. Of course. The truth is just what we want; it never pays to lie. 

TiioBNE. Do you know the prisoner ? 

Tom {looking nrounil). I don't see no prisoner. 

TiioRNE. Do you know John Andrews, then ? 

Tom {iri/h emotion). Do I know John Andrews ? Well, as to that, 
Jedge, I'll leave it to you. For five years, him an' me, we've shared 
the same blanket an' the same cabin together. We've prospected on 
the same slope, an' we've mined in the same tunnels. We've M,ten to- 
getlier, au' we've starved together. When he got his leg broke, three 
years ago, I kinder took care of him, an' looked after things in a general 
way ; an' when I got sick with the fever, he nussed me like a baby, an' — 
an' — darn him — he saved my life. Didn't you, Johnny, old boy. If this 
is knowing a man, Jedge, why, then I know John Andrews. That man 
there— him — is my pardner, Jedge. Johnny, old man, don't you fret 
about this thing. You're all solid, an' I'll stand by you. I'll give you 
a character, old fel, that'll niake the twelve 'postles jealous. 

TnoiiNK. Well, then, since you know Andrews 

Tom. I didn't say I knowed him, Jedge. I just put it to you — do I? 
That's it— clo I ? 

TiioitNE. Well, we'll say you do. Did you know Henry Armour ? 

Tom. Yes. 

TnoRNE. Were he and Andrews on good terms ? 

Tom. They were — surely. 

TiioRNE. Did you ever know of their liaving a quarrel ? 

Tom. Never. 
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And. (Io Thohnr). Yet I did have a littie disagreement witli Armour 
early in the evening, which ended up with some temper on liis part. 

Thouxe. I thought you were on good terms with liim ? 

And. The trouble was about so small a matter I did not think it was 
worth relating. It would have been forgotten by morning. 

TH0UNK.^What was the cause of the dispute! 

AxD. I dteline ta answer. {setmittioH.) 

Thok.nk. You decline to answer ? Very well, (to Tom^ That's all. (Tom 
slfips to AsDiiKws' said. To some one in the rear) Will you call Miss 
Ruth Armour ? 

And. (iixitle). Ruth Armour ! Is she to be dragged here to-night ? 
Can they not spare her this ? 

Tom (to Andkkws). Now we're all right, old man ; Rath'll get you out 
of this in one minute. 

Enter RcTii, nccompauied hy Kate and Spriogs. They come in-at l. 
u. li. As they mlvance^B.oti.K¥. meets t/iem, hat in hand, and con-, 
diicljt i/iem lo C. f. Andrews starts towards t/ieni, but is stopped 
by Tom. 

Tom (to Andrews). Hush, Johnny ! Don't let her know you're here. 
Listen, now, how she'll get you out of this. 

Ruth (to Thobne). Do you wish me ? 

Thorns. Miss Armour, nothing but the aacred and imperative duty we 
owe to Grod and ourselves can justify our intrusion on your awful sorrow 
to-oight But a life— your father's— has been taken, and it Ijecomes 
our duty to the living at once to find the murderer. For " whoso shed- 
Aeth man's blood, by man shall his blood be shed." Will you answer 
my questions ? 

Ruth {/itin/li/). I will. 

Thokne. Who do you think committed this murder ? 

Ruth (irit/i emotion). I — don't— know. 

Thobne. Had your father any bitter enemies ? 

Ruth. No, not one. 

Thobne. Had he quarreled with any one recently ? 

RiTTH. No— 4hat is, no, he had not 

Thobmx. I believe your father had a large sum of money ia his pos- 
session ? - 

Ruth. . Yea. 

Thobne. Where was it kept ? 

Ruth. It was concealed in a secret hiding plaxse near the house. 

Thobnx. Who knew of this hiding place ? 

Ruth. Only my father and myself. 

TaoRNE. Are you sure there was no one else ? 

Ruth. No, no one. (})ause) Ah, yeSf there was one other. 

Thobnb. Who? . 

RuTB. John Andrews. (sen.«ato??.) 

Thobne. John Andrews knew where this property was concealed ? 
The money has been stolen, has it not ? 

Ruth. YeaJ 

Thobne. So that robbery must have been the motive ? 

Ruth. It must have been. My father had no enemiea.' 

Thobne. Are you quite sure that he had not quarrelled with any one 
recently. 

Ruth. No, I know of no one — except 

Thobne. Well, go on ! 
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Ruth. Except a slight misunderstanding with Mr. Andrews this even- 
ning. {sensation.) 

TnoBNE.What was the quarrel about-? 

Ruth {distressed). Is the question necessary ? 

Thoene. Yes, very. 

Ruth. My father was then opposed to my mai-rying Mr. Andrews. 

Thobnb. Did he give any reason for Jiis opposition ? 

RuTw. I think te objected to John— to Mr. Andrews— partly because 
he is not a rich man. ^ 

Thobnb. Is that any objection in your eyes ? 

Ruth (pmudli/). No— I love him ! 

And. {aside). God bless her sweet face! I don't care what happens 
to nie, if she will always say .that. 

, Tom (to Andbew.s). Didn't I tell you, Johnny? Listen jto what is 
coming now. Listen ! 

Thobne. Who was last with your father ? 

Ruth. I don't know— the man who killed him. 

TiionNE. Miss Armour, will you tell us your story of tq-nightas you 
know it? Only in this way can we get at the truth. 

RotTi ('ifler a pause, with emouoii). I was awakened suddenly from 
a deep sleep, and found myself standing in the middle of the room, 
wide awake with strange terror. Listening, I seemed to hear some- 
tliing out in the darkness moving stealthily; and then a sound, a faint, 
distant cry for help, like a voice sounding far up the mountain slope. I 
hurried to the door, and- listened. At first I heard no noise but the mur- 
mur of the-Black river, far down in the rocky canon; but, as I waited, 
I heard tbe sound of breathing — some one striving to be quiet I called 
aloud, in fear, " Who is there ? " but no answer came. Then I seized 
a pistol, and, levelling it out into the darkness, cried again, "Answer or 
I will Are." {she pauses in aUitude—seiisation.) 

Thokne. Go OB ! 

RuTir. At length I heard my father's voice whisper faintly, "It is I, 
Ruth, your father." "What are you doing there?"! said, and again 
my "father slowly answered, "I — am — with — John — Andrews ?' («e/W((- 
tion.) 

And, {({Side, starling). With me ! What can she mean ? There is 
some mistake.' (atZwedf) Stop ! 

Tom (to Andrews). Hush ! Johnny. It's all right. Yon don't under- 
stand; but it's working out all right, you can bet big. Keep quiet and 
watch ; Ruth understands. 

Thobne. Go on. Miss Armour. 

Ruth. When my father said he was with John Andrews, I wished to 
join them, but my father bade me go back into the house. These were 
his last words to me. ( pause — sensation.) 

TnoBNit. -Do not hurry. Is that all? 

RutH. No, there is more. I turned away from the door, but hardly 
had I reached my room when I heard, ringing out through the night, 
rav father's awful cry, " Help ! help ! " {sobs) I cannot go on— I cannot 
oris {she and Kate sob.) 

And. {advancing toward her). Ruth ! Ruth ! Don't cry. 

Tom {stopping him). Hush ! net yet, old man. Wait a moment. - 

TiioBNE {after an impressive pause). Miss Armour, whom do you 
now think is guilty of this crime ? 

Ruth {slowly raises her head and looks about her — .tees Andrews, 
hesitates, then rushes into his arms-riiirns to Thobne). I don't know. 
I win not tell. Oh, John ! John ! (sobs.) 
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Akb.- (tendei-ly). Ah, Rnth, do not condemn me ! 

Rdtii (sadly). No, no, I do not condemn you, John. Icannot. God, 
jSty me I l'!ov6 you — ^I love-you ! ' 

-And. tt'orcaiff her away). What! You think I murdered your 
father ? You think me base enough to do this ? Ah, this is too much— 
too. much! 

Ruth (««ce»-fa»»ir/). I don't know what I im doing.. Where am It 
I can't see. It is all so -so terrible. God help me ! i love him still— 
I love him still I (wUMy) Gome, Kate, let us go. We are late, and father 
will be anxious. Gome; it's growing dark. -(<«!0 i«qj«) Oh, my head ! 
my head I I am goin^ mad ! I love him ! God pity me ! Ttton mad ! 
-Mie fulls in a ftHiip—is cau^hl anii currieii out, b. 2 E., by KAvemiul 
Spkigus.) * ^ 

And. {asidBi drHsfitk%. U Ruth thinks me guilty I may aswellgive Up. 
{hows his head, overcome^roiises himself) No, I will not yield. I!ll 
light this out to' the- bitter end. (aioud) W^j gentlera«n, wliat is the 
next move in this game ? 

TiioBKE. Andrew's, had you not better confess your guilt>now ? Cob- 
cealment can be of -no further use to you. 

Ant). {iitttiijiiaiiUy). Confess a crime I've never committed! How 
dare you insult 'me thus ? If I were free you would not say this to Ble. 
, It is cowardly. 

Thoenb. Enough. This is no time for bravado. Have you any an- 
swer to make ? 

And. (mUk great Jbrce). Yes, I have. You have falsely accused me ' 
of this crime. Some terrible mistake has been made^ which I cannot 
now explain. Do not be hasty in this matter. I am not guilty, and 1 
will not be' thus c»ndemnedi Heniy Armour was' my friend — the father 
of the woman I love. How could I have brought such a sorrow upon 
her ? And what an accusation to bring against a man ! Murder ! MJi _ 
God I There is nothing so terrible as this! Men, have I not always 
been honest and^ manly with jou ? Have I ever robbed or cheated or 
lied ? Is there not one here who believes me innocent? Do you, George 
Baker-? Do you; Frank Mason ? Or you. Pierce DaviS ? Or you ? Or 
you? What! Not one among you all who dares to take my hand? 

Tom (tieppiii^ forwiird and putting his arm arountl Andrews' neelc). 
Yes, Johnny,. I'dare. (emotion hy both.) , 

' And. (to Tom). Thank you, Tom, thank you. (haughtily to the cromd) 
Well, gentlemen, what next ? 

Thoene (to jury). Gentlemen, you have heard the testimony given 
this night You will consult together at once, and render your verdict. 
But remember that it is better to let ten guilty men eacatie than to hang 
one who is innocent; and also that the strongest -testimony against 
John Andrews was unintentionally given by his afSanced wife. That is 
all. We await your verdict (jury aj/pear to consult Tom goes close 
to Amdeews at c. f., and slips a siic-shooter into his leand.) 

Tom. Take it, old man; take it; it'll come handy^ There's six shots 
in it; one for every cursed juiymah. (jit7-y rise and come Jbrwavd.) . 

Thompson. We are ready. 

Thobne. 'What is your verdict, gentlemen ? 

Thompson. We find John An(Srews guilty of the .murder of Penry 
Armour, and we sentence him to be hanged by the neck, betwewi now 
and sunrise. • 

Tom. li's an outrage ! He is not guilty ! (to Andrews) Nxjw's youl: 
time, Jotinny. Bun, Old man, up the cliff. Ell see you out. (Andsews 
apjieurs dazed, and does not move.) ,, 
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TiioRNE. Is that the verdict of all, gentlemen ? 

Juu.}i(all). It is. 

And. {aaiile, dazed). Guilty ! What can it all mean ? And Eutli be- 
lieves me guilty too ! I wonder if it is so ? Am I really awake, or is 
this some fearful dream ? 

During this entire scene Jimmie is on tlte slitge, visible to the audieme. 
He is unable to comprehend the situation. Several times he iip- 
proaches men, and tries to teU tliem soineihing by signs, but Ihi'y 
repulse hiin. His face shows his hm'ror of the inurdei; and hit 
seenu dazed. Two guards step forward to lead Andrews to the 
rope. Tom throws hlmnelf in front of him, and seizes pLi/ol. 

Tom. Hands ofl'! This is my pardner. I'm here to kill! Stand back, 
I say! (to Andrews) Now's your chance, Johnny. Run for it! Run up 
the rocks! I'll hold 'em here. Quick! Run \ (Tim is over/ioieernl, his 
.pistol taken away, and his arms are tied. Jimmie then realizes sovif- 
thlug of the situation — kisses his hand, stands before him, and tries Id 
tell the stwy oftJie murder. No one understands him. He then kneels 
and appeids to Thorne irilh pathetic gestures.) 

Thorne. What does the boy mean ? Does any one understand him ? 
justness by boy) Here, Stone ! What does this child mean ? {bo,v xees 
Stone, and is both alarmed and emboldened — gesticulates wildli/. 
Stone seizes him.) 

Stone. Curse him ! What's he doing 'hevet {strikes him. Bm/gs- 
tures — Stone moves to knock him down — boy- runs- au'iiy, srizes rifle, 
and backs lip centre upon rocks, where he remains in sight of tiudi- 
ence during scene. The noose is now adjusted over Amuiews' liend, at 
B. 2 E., and the end is carried away across the stage toward i,. 2 i:. 
Men take hold of rope.) 

Thokne (approaching Andrews). John Andrews, do you still deny 
your guilt? • 

And. Before God, I do ! I am not guilty. You dare not give me a 
fair trial. You are acting like madmen, but tlie time will come when I 
shall be bitterly avenged. Beware of your liour of reiientance. Confess 
this crime ? How can I ? I am innocent! You are the guilty ones. Von, 
Thorne, you Field, you Davis, you Russell. -You are all mui-derei'.s to- 
night; and some day you will drink tlie cup of e.\piation to the bitter - 
dregs. That is all, ■ Now hang me if you daie. 

' Thorxe. We dare hang twenty men if wo think it right. You are not 
convicted on Stone's testimony, but on that of your affianced wife, {fnkrs 
out mitrh) You shall have three minutes more for repeiitaiice- 

TiiM {aside to Andrews). For my sake, Johmiy, old man, run. There'd 
a chance. 

And. {aside to Tom). It's too late, Tom, too late. If Ruth thinks me 
guilty, I've nothing to live for. 

Tom {a.vidfl lo Andrews). Live to prove .you are innocent. Come, 
run; run! Take the chance ! Oh ! if I were only free, {strugu^es.) 

Thorne. Time's up. Once more, will you confess before you enter 
eternity? 
And. No ! I am innocent. 

Tom {struggling to free himself). Curse you all for a Ipt of cowards '. 
Untie my hands and I'll face the whole lot of you. Cowards ! Cowards ! 
Murderers ! 

TiioRNE. Silence! (to tosh) Ready, men! ^to Andrews) Once more, 
for the last time ? 
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And. Never 1 (to Tom) Say good-bye -to Ruth, Tom.,. Tell her that I 
forgive her for thinkitig ni'e guilty, and that I died with her name on 
my lips. Good-bye, boy, good-bye ! Ill show you' how a brave man 
can die. 

Thorne. And now, John Andrews, you are about to meet your Maker. 
You do not go unwarned, or ui|fairly tried ; and If ever a man was justly 
punished, you are now ; for " wHbao sheddeth the blood of man, by man 
'Shall his blood be shed." May God have mercy on .your soul ! 

TiiOBNE signals the. men at l. 1 e. lo pull on the rope. Instantly JiM- 
jiiE rjtshes down c, witli a wild era, seizes the knife out of Tom'.s 
belt, and cuts the rope about Andrews' Aeati, Andrews and Jim- 
MlK rush up rocks at rear. 

To.M._ Hurrah ! Run, Johnny, run ! {strvggles to free himself.) 

As Andrews and Jimmie stand at back of stage on rock, Ruth rushes 
on stage, R. 2 B., followed by Kate. Half a dozen men level their, 
rifles at Andrews. 

EuTH. Stop! Stop ! He is not guilty, {she strikes up a rifle aimed 
by one of lite men, and Kate iiiiother. Stone fires quicM'y, a«d An- 
drews ji seen to reel and then fall back out of sight. Rdth falls on her 
knees to tlie stage.) 

CURTAIN. 



ACT in. 

SCENE.— r/(e " Little Buth" mine. 

'Curtain rise-f, discovering men at work about mouth of the mine. The 
bucket is raised and lowered — ore is dumped and wheeled aicay 
in the barrows. 

Enter Tom Dalton, r. 2 e., carrying a pick and dinner-}iail. 

Toyi.(singiiig). 

Is this Mr. Reilly, can any one tell;? 

Is this Mr. Reilly that keeps the hotel ? 

Is this Mr. Reilly they speak of so highly ? 

Well, upon my soul, Reilly, you're doing quite well. 

{laughing) Faith, I wish my name was ' ' Reilly, you're doing quite well," 
for It's mighty bad I'm doing this year, since poor old Armour died — 
rest to his sonl. And my boy, Johnny — he's dead too. God bless him ! 
There wasn't a whiter man in the Rockies than him. I'd stake my soul 
on his innocence. Ah, well, he's dead now, =and nothing I can do will 
brijig him to life, {shnirs rnc!,\ I wonder if that rock is good for any- 
thing. I found it over on Bald mountain yesterday. If it does contain 
silver I'm rich. No iron pirates this time. I'll have it assayed to-night. 
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Maybe Kate would haye me if I was rich. It's little I can offer her now. 
(</oes iij) and watches the -hien at wcn-k about the mine.). 

j&?ito" Spkiugs, r. 2 e. 

Spbiggs. Ha ! Thomas ! How wags the world with thee ? 

Tom. No change. And you, goveia»er ? What's the market price of 
poetry to-day ? . 

Sfkiggs (sadly) Nay, Thomas, do not jest upon a gi^Ve subject. My 
Boul is ashes ! The god of day has gone down ; the twilight of my niie 
spent life is deepening into 'black darkness. Annihilation will follow, 
and then all wiU be ov3r ! (jHChi.ipijiu iri/h tobacco) The glomny portals 
of the yawning tomb. Tommy, will shortly close behind the mortal re- 
mains of Hiram Spriggs, poet and philosopher, and his miserable ex.-- 
istence will come to an untimely close. Hie jacet. (f//e^//%) Give me 
a match, will yuu, riiy boy ! Meantime, I have decided to become Jt— .' - 
ttir/hls jiipe) a — ha, ha! — (puff) a c-coniic singer, (teaj/H%).and I -, 
I wish I were dead, (leeepxi,) 

Tom. You! A comic singer ! 'Whevel (laugfis.) 

Spriggs (smokes complaceutly). Ihave an offer to strike my quivering 
heart-strings nightly at the Phoenix Palace of Pleasure, for tJie vile and 
ihadequaite consideration of twenty-five dollars a week. Oh iblame not 
the bard if he fly to the bower where pleasure lies carelessly smiling at 
pain. Cortfound this pipe ! Give me another match.; {li;f/its pi/Ki) A 
man must live, you know, Tommy, and though I shall, in all probabili- 
ty, put an end to a worthless life very soon, still, In the meantime, as I 
said before, a man must live, (exhibits pistol — puis it to his ieinpl^\ '; 
If it only were loaded I How quickly I would solve the mystery of that 
undiscovered countiy from whose bourne no traveller returns. 

"Tom (coolly handinrj him a very large pistol). Take this, governor. I 
loaded it myself. You can bet on it. 

Spbiggs (jiervonsly movinr/ away). Er — are you sure, quite sure, 
Thomas, it 13 loaded ? It — it doesn't look so — from — ^here. 

Tom. Loaded ? Well, yes Try it and see. (forces him to take pisloK) 

Spkiggs {nervously). Thanks, {holds it awhwardly) Bxit Vm a^id it 
kicks. 

Tom. Oh, never. But give it tome; I'll finish you off mj'self. What's 
a friend good for if he cannot kill a fellow, I'd like to know ? 

Spkiggs. True, Tommy, true. What is a friend good for ? 

Tom. And I'll see you buried in good shape too, Spriggs. Tni no 
milk-and-water friend. I'll plant you so's you'll stay put, governor. 

Spriggs {miwing awny). Wall you, Tom, will you f Thanks— a tlioua- 
and thanks. But— er— will it be entirely safe, do you think ? 

Tom. -Oh, perfectly safe— for me. But, then, Fd run almost am- risk to 
oblige you, old fellow; I've always liked you. (points pistol) Say when, 
and where,? 

Spriggs ((tlnrmeil). Pause, pause! rash youth! No, I cannot consent 
to an act which will weigh you down beneath a load of black remoi-se 
for the rest of your life. I should never get over it Besides these are 
details, and I hate details. 

T6m, Never mind that. You're my fi-jend. I'll do anything -for you, 
governor. 

Spriggs. Will you, will you ? Then -then— give me— another match. 
Ha, ha ! {lights pipe) If anything of a mortuary nature should happen, I 
should never get over it to my dying daj'. Meantime I— I— be careful 
of tliat pistol, Tom, I must be going. Fai-e thee well. When you next 
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gee me, my dear' boy, I shall be a corpse— a defanet bcxto^-ojr a ooraic 
singer. There is no choice. Ta-ta ! ta-ta ! {jauntilf/f thea tearfully) 
You will shed a few tears over my lifeless remains, won't you, my boy? 
Ha, ha! Won't you? 

Tom (Umgliiiig). With pleasure. Come, Qootei. governor, brace up. 
Dou't be dowi)-hearted. Look at me — I'm jolly. 

SeuiGQs. Ob, you haven't a fond and loving wife— coDfound her ! No, 
Tom— our paths lie in different directions. Hope on, hope, ^veis-Jet thy, 
thoughts on ioye's light way be bended; And fon a p^od o{ Fomty- 
tum be ever ramty-tended. Farewell, Tqijpay, f^i^ewell forever, l(a-t» ! 
tSrW. {Jaimtili/, going.) 
J Tom. Hold on. What's the matter vnlik yoursoiBg to work, gov.? 
•" Spkiogs ((•«<//»•» iHC). Work, Thomas! I'm surprised and locked. 
I'm a poet and a pbilo^her^I. qnly thiols; I never work. 

Tom. Well, work a little, and it will give you something to think 
aboQt. 
Spbigg^. Happy thought ! It will be a novel experience. Er— what 
, sort of employment do you think I am best adapted (or, Thomas ? Da 
I you know of epmething ligli^ but highly lucrative? Tha,t's the main 
. point— hkhly lucrative; the Ijigher the better, in fact. 
Tom. Yes. Come along; Tu. give you a job in th&mine. (ffoas up 
tmoanl miiie.) 

Spriggs. I— er^thinS; I wcm't begin tordsy, Towroy, I ain't feeling ' 
first rate ; livef'» out of order, a«ai\ ajl th^ sort of thing. S'poae we say 
' to-morrow— or— or next week ? 

Tom (geMing into buckeC). All right-r-to-morrow. Be on hand to- 
morrow warning at s^ven, abaip. %enbye ! 

Speiggs. Qooifcbye, ijiy box. Ba. ha! €kwd-bye. Industry is a 
sweet boon, Jf you're idie, my son, you're sure to go wrong. Never 
|]p.idler.:-ta-ta.!— and you never wilU (Toji dimnpecirs iiftomine) Gkid 1 
that was a narrow escape. A little, more and Fd l^s^v^ beq^me a.cna^ed 
moist, unpleasant miner. Ea I {Imnis in airjmtiiUu). 
Minerva (miifiide at r.) Hi-ram ! Hi-ram ! 
SPR^GQs (sim'ting Mg). Oh, Lord ! ijei;* comesf Mrs, fireworl^^ I 

Enter Minerva, b. 2 b, 

Minerva. Hiram ! Oh, fliere you are. 
. Spbioos. Yes, my love. Did you call me ! Ha, ha ! It's merely a 
' matter of detail; but (Ud you? 

MiNEitvA {out of bredih). W^ell, I guess I did. What do you mean by 
ma*mg me chase you all over.the world like this, air ? (gasps.). 
. Spbiogs [aside). SJie ia.g^jngf \ ; .Qli, if; ij were only going ta be ap- 
oplexy- q,nd fatal ! ((dmif^ I,, was npt; aware that I did make you, i^j; 
?.ngel. Ha ! Did I now ? Come, did 1 ? . 

Minerva (xever^^. Yqu didj sir. 

Spriggs (a.s-«te): What a saint, she ia ! I wish slje waa a martyr too. 
[aloud) Ha, ha ! Don't lose your temper, love; doo't iQse. your temper. 

Minerva. I lose my temper ? You seem to think very little Qf my 
temper, sir. , 

Spriggs (rt«!(fe). No, I don't. I wish I did. 

Minerva. I never lose my temper, as well you know. 

Sprfgos. You iijean you never lind it. It's ajwaya lost. 

MiNBKVA. Oh, what a sad woman lam, to be treated thus 

Spriggs. You're a treasure, niy angel, a treasure; and the man who 
married you should possess every virtue. 
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Minerva (nraUfteit). Oh, Hiram ! 

SpttiQos. Yes, he'll need every one of them. 

MiNEitvA {aiigrUy). Hiram, you're a fool ! 

Spbiggs. I know it, my love;' I married you. 

Minerva. You're a bruteT 

Spbiggs. Yes— an ass. - , „, ...... x 

Minerva {tearfiiUy). I don't know what to do. There isn't a thing to 
eat in the house. 

Spriogs. Don't eat, then. 

Minerva. Hiram, 1 hate you ! 

Spkiggs. So do I. 

Minerva. Hiram, I despise you I 

Spbiggs. So do I. 

Minerva. And you call yourself a man ! (weep*. Hibam looks at her 
uncdmfoytubli/.) 

Spbiggs {aside). Tears ! I— I wish she'd stop, (aloud) Minerva! Min- 
erva! 

MiNEBVA. Go away ! I despise you ! 

Spbiggs. Certainly, my dear; by all means, (asule) I wish she'd stop. 
(aloiul) What are you crying about, my love ? 

"Minerva. You — yon ought to know. 

Spbiggs. Certainly: but I don't. 

Minerva. Haven't I told you that we were starving f 

SPiiiaQS. Bless my soul ! Why don't you get sometUlBg to eat, then ? 

Minerva. AVhere's the money ? 

Spbiggs. You don't eat money. 

Minebva. Yes you do. To think of them two poof girls— Ruth and 
Kate— workin' theirselves blind, ever since their father^died, and they 
cijme to live with us — an' you standin' by an' lettin' pf lein ; and not so 
much as littiu' a finger to help 'em or me. (vieejM.) It's— too— too — bad ! 

Spbiggs. But, my dear, I didh't 

MiNEEVA. Yes, you did 1 Ail' instead of them livin' with us, we are 
livin'^with them. An' poor Ruth is failiiV day by day, an' there's no 
money to pay for auythin' — not a doctor, or even a crust of bread. My 
heart will break ! (weeps.) 

Spbiggs. Is this truly so ? 

MiNEBTA. To be sure it is. Poor child! It's been a weary life she 
has led this past year. And us done her no good, but rather the con- 
trary. 

Spbiggs (after a pause, fn which he.doidy realizes nil that lias been . . 
said to hint). My dear, I hg,ve been a brute. I'll go to work. i 

Minerva. Oh, Hiram.! . | 

Spbiggs. Yes, I will. I' didn't realize I was such a scoundrel, letting 
those two girls work like that, while I idled about, doing nothing. I 
wish somebody would kick me. 

Minebva. Oh, Hiram, I'm sorry I called you a brute. 

Spriggs. I'm not, my dear. ' I am one. 
, Minebva. I'm goin' to kiss you. 

Spriqqs. Fire away 1 (she kisses him) Now another. {asCdeyit pays to 
be good, after all. (aloud) Goodrbye, old girl. 

Minerva. Where are you goin', Hiram ? 

Spriggs. Into the mine, my dear. Tom promised to give me a job, 
and now I'll go and claim it. Kr— shall we have another ? 
, Minerva. A thousand ! Hiram, you're an angel ! 

Sphiogs. a thousand's a good many. One— (Aisses her) no, two (kiss 
again) will answer, (they go up to shaft.) 
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MiNERYA. Hiram, I'm proud of you ! ' 

. Spriggs. That's Iqcky,: my dear, for I'm mortally ashamed of myselt 
Good-bye. 

. MiKBKVA. Good-bye. (fie gets into bucket and goes down, waving his 
Imml, lihd sayiwj) 

Spbiggs. Ta-ta .' old girl ! 

MiNBiurA {icipiiiri her ei/es). I hope he'll stick to it, now I've got him 
started, 'though I'm 'fraid he won't I must go back to Ruth. . Poof 
child! I hope she isn't goin' to be ill. [£);t'f, K. 3 £. 

Eiitm- Stone and Goldstein, l. 1 e. 

Stone. There, Goldsteiu, there's the " Little Eutli " mine. 

Gold. So ! Yell, it is noiUng remarkable to loog at 

Stoke. Ain't it ? Well, they are turning out twenty thousand dollars 
worth of ore a day; and that's something remarkable to think of. 

Gold. Sot Is dot so ? . 

Stonk Yon bet! But say, what did you find in them papers I gave 
youyes'day? 

Gold. Yell, I vonld shust like to know vy you gif me dem l)aper% 
anyvay? 

Stone. Well, first place, I know I kin trust you— you're square. 

Gold. Ah, you fladder me. {l/owx.) 

Stone. An' then, I want to know just what them papers are. I ean'i; 
read writin' veiy well myself— eyesight is bad, you know. 
, . Gold. So ! DcBfc's unfortunate. Yell, den, I find dot dese bapers vot 
you gif me, belonged originally in de p^inning to a man vot vas 
'named Heinrich Armour, who vos murd^rea aboud a year ago. 

Stone. Yes, that's so ' 

, Gold, (aside). How did he know that, if he can't read 1 (aloH4) And 
next, IUnd dis: Dere vos, originally in de peginning, two claims lo- 
caded on dis "Little- Ruth" vein; so: (e^ains by gestures\ end for 
end; one here, (pointing b.) and de oder dere. (pointing l.) See ? 

Stone. Yes, yes. Go oa. (tfiei/ go up c.) 

Gold. I am going on, veil, dis claim,' righdt here, is de "Litile 
Ruth" mine, vich dis man Armour sold already to some oder beoples 
shust pefore he ^ed. See ? 

Stose.- Go on. 
' GrOLD. Exactiy. But dis oder claim — ^here— is von vich he had bought 
shust pefore he died, of de original locador, don't you see? 

Stone. Yes, yes. Gfo on. ■■ _. 

Gold. Yell, den, Ven he died he owned dis claim, and it vos now de 
broperty of Ji'is heirs. See ? • 

Stone. Yes. But why haven't they claimed it? 

Gold. It is very likely dot dey do not know anything abend it He 
died midout telling_dem he owned de minet^brobably, and as his bapers 
diappeared ven he vos killed, his heirs nefe/ knew kboud it. 
. Stone. Well, we must get a hold of this mine in Efome way. I've been 
prospecting around it lately, and some of the rock assays up to fifteen 
hundred dollars a ton. 

GrOLD. Whew ! Dot's immense ! Fifteeq hundred dollars a ton ? ' 

SroxK. Yes. How shall we do it ? v -•■ 

Gold. We might jump de claim. 

Stone. Can we ? 

Gold. Yell, unless de heirs of dis Heinrich' Armour shall do de law- 
ful one hundred dollars vorth of vork-on dis claim vithia de next ten 
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days, ven de year^is up, de -broperty is forfeited, and any one can locade / 
de claim, (wiiile) I wish I knew bow he got these papers. I'm ou the 
track of something. 

Stonh. Well, wliat's to prevent our jumping the claim, then? i 

Qoi.D. Softly, softly, mine friend. Somepody might jump it pefore - 
us— if we waited., Dere is a petter vay dan dot, I think. - 

Stone. What is it? 

Gold. Dis. You must get de girl— vat is her name ! 

groNE. Buth Armour. 

Gold. Aye, Ruth Armour— to sign you a baper vieh I shall write, 
vichvill give up to us all her titles in dis broperty. See? Den ve take 
up de claim at vonce. 

Stonb. But S'pose she won't? She's no fool. 

GoiiD. Oh, I am very sure she viU sign de baper dot I shall writa 
- Stone. I don't know 

Gold. Oh, yes, yes. She vill not suspect our little plan from de ba- 
per— she vill pe deceived py de baper — and you shall get her to sign it. 

! Stone. But — I don't 

* Gold, Oh, of course, if you can't do it, den we must gif it up. But I 
atn quite sure you Can do any ting vith de ladies dot you vant. Eh ? 

Stonb (flattered). Well, well, perhaps you are right Ha, ha, ha! I'll 
try. 1- kin. do it if anyone can. (imkes Golosi'ein iii the 9vfe»)Eh? 
Ha, ha! They all like me. 

-'Gold. Ha, ha! YCtfre a rogue — a^^eat rogue! Ha, ha! You make 
me ashamed, (aside) Scoundrel ! 

Stone/ I wish we could get that fellow, Tom Dalton, out of the way. 

Gold. Vy ? 

Stone. Well, he is in the way ; that's why. I am afraid of him. 

Gold. I don'd see how it can pe done. Ve shall Baf to take our 
chances. But dere is von ding more. How haf yon got holdt of dese 
bapers of old Armour's ? 

Stone (nin-liti/). It's none of your business bow I got 'em. 

Goi.D. Oh, yes, dot's so, of couree. Only dot it may happen, some 
day, dot we shall baf to explain how we got dose bapers ; and we had 
petter arrange to tell de same lie, or maype we make ti'oubles for our- 
selves, eh ! • See^- - - . 

Stone. Well, Ir— I— found 'em. 

Gold. You found 'em !. Dot's a very good vay to get 'em. And did 
you find 'em on de higtit of de murder, or ven ? 

Stone. No— yes — no — yes, I did. 

Gold. Yell, ye must surely tell de same lie, my friend. Tou did And 
'em on de night of dfe murder, eh ? Vere abouds ? 

Stone. See here, Goldstein, I was lying to you then. 

Gold. Oh, you vos lying to me, den, eh ? 

Stone. Yes, and I didn't find the papers till sue months ago, at the 
fbot of Monument Rock, in the Black Canon. 

Gold. So, indeed! (aside) That's another lie. Six months ago there 
were tv^enty feet of snow in the Black Canon, (aloud) Dot's a great deal 
petter vay to find 'em. It sounds more original and — safer. Veil, den, 
dot is de vay we are to tell our story, eh ? Yon found dem in de Black 
Canon, six months ago. - 

Stone. Yes, that's it. 

fitter John Andrews, l. 1 e. He is liandsomely dressed in style to 
suit actor, and is disgitiied with false beard and otherwise. He 
f»oe?7ie«f)-» ^tone's <(5^ ,. ' ■ " 
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Well, you get the papers ready, Goldstein, and I will get Ruth Armour' 
to' sign them. 

, And. (asSlt'). Make Ruth Armour sign some papers ! There's some 
deviltry going on here. 

Gold. I vill dO it. You can pet on me. 

Stonk (nsidey It I could only drdp a dynamite cartridge down that 
shaft, it would dispose of that fellow DaJton. It would kill every other 
man in the mine, but that would be an accident, of course. 

And. {i/oinff'tiirtoward c). Good-morniiig, gentlemen. 

Stonk hurning). Hello ! What are you doing here ? 

AsD. rm minding my own business. What are you doing here ? 

•Gold. Ha, ha ! De fellow got de best of you dot time, Stone. (Ijoiiy 
iiig) €tOot-morning, Gomel. I hope you vos quite velL Dis is mine 
vriend, Mr. Rufus Stone, Cornel r 

And. Stone, eh ? That's a good name. He looks like a hard eas- 
tomer. 

Stone. Cuiae you ! {htrns np toward shaft.) 

(Jorj). You vos funny, very fUnny. Und my name tos Solbmoa Gold- 
stein, of Clay's Gulch. 

And. Indeed! 

Gold. Yes. Vere you efer in Clay's Gulch, Cornel ? 

And. No— never was. - ' 

Gold. ■ No I Dot's a live blace. Vy, ve kills a man dere etey. aigttt. 
Oh, it vos a livq blace, I dells you. 

And. I should call it a dead place. Bat w^, didn't you stay tliere ? 
They might have killed you by this time, (during this conversalioH 
Stone is at the mouth of the m,ine^ examining it.) 

GoLp. Ha, ha, ba^! You vos so amusing ! Yon vill strike me dead 
if you don'd stop. Ha, ha ! 

And. If I was sure of that I'd keep right on. 

Gold. Ha, ha, ha ! Stop, stop ! I vill take my solemn O3,tb.yoo vos 
de fery funniest person vot I have efer seen. Ha, ba ! Did I hearyOu 
say your name vos Schmidt ? 

And. Think not. It isn't my name. 

Gold. Dot's strange. Haven't I seen you pefore sojnevhere. 

And. Quite likely. I was there once. 

Gold. Yes, dot's it, dot's it ! Your name vos Brown ? 

And. Well, if you say so, it must be. I'm looking for a man named 
"John Andrews, who formerly lived here. 

Stone {aside, up). John Andrews ! What can he want of himt(co>nes 
dmtm a little.) i 

And. Either of you know him ? 

Stone. .1 knew him ; but he is dead. 

And. Dead! Indeed! lEow did he die ? 

Stone. Shot— Vigila.ntes ! 

And. I see. I infer that at the time he bad broken one of the — er — 
local commandments ? 

Gold. I donno 'boud dot. He vos convicted of mudering and rob- 
bing an oldt man. 

And. Then I think I ma^ safely say he had broken one or two of the 
lesser commandments. Did he leave any property ? 

Stone. Look here ! You've asking a good many questions. Who are 
you ? 

And. Why, I'm-r^— a lawyer from Denver, and I've got a little claim 
against this man Andrews, which'I want to collect. 

Stone. Humph ! rd like to see you do it. He died without a cent. 
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« 

And. Any friends ? ., . . i. ,. ^v *- n 

Stonk. No. Hia old partner has stood up for him, but that was all. 
Every one else in the camp was glad he was shot. 

Goi.D. You pet vevos ^mighty glad. ^ 

And. Yes, I can understand how you felt. He had no other friends, 
you say, besides this former partner? 

Stonk. No, not one. 

And. He was lucky. What was his partner's name ! 

Stone. Thomas Dalton. (Anuuews talceii out his note-book and writes z 
it down.) 

And. Thomas Dalton.,. Thank yon. Perhaps Ae will be willing to 
pay this debt of Andrews ? 

Stone. He may be wiUiiig, but that's all. He ain't got a cent in ths 
world. 

And. That's too bad. . What's his occupation ? 
• Stone. He is the day shift boss in this mine. He's bejow now. 

And. Ah, is he t And he liad no other friends, this Andrews ? 

Stone. Na. He was going to marry old Armour's daughter, but when 
he killed her father, that ended it. Besides, he is dead. . 

And. Exactly. The dead have no friends. And this daughter— what 
is her name? 

Stone. Ruth Armour. 

And. Then this daughter— Buth Armour— still believes he was guilty? 

Stone. Yes. 

And. Then I cannot hope to get her to pay this debt ? 

Stone. Ha, ha ! \ should think not. She hasn't gotra cent either. 

And. But her father, died rich ; he owned this mine, Fve heard. 

Stone. Whpever tohLyou that, lied. 

And. Very likely, {boicing) I'm very much obliged for your polfteness, ? 
gentlemen. ^ 

Goi.D. ifiowing). You vos entirely velcome, Clornel. Mr. Stone, ve 
must pe going. ' GrOOit-tay, Cornel. 

And. Good-day. 

Ston'e (aside, goiiir/). I don't like his looks. He's dangerous. 

[Eveitnt Stose and Gold.stein, h. 

And. {sotn.1). And so that is Rufus Stone ! I wonder I didn't shoot 
him in his tracks. What can these men be planning ? Some evil for 
some one. And so Riitli still believes me guilty t Sometimes I almost ' 
think I am ; for I am no rtearer a solution of this mystery than I was a 
yearagb, when I tied! down the QIack Canon to escape a disgraceful 
- death. No, I am innocent, and I will prove it before all the world, some 
day, with- God's help. ^I wonder where Jimmie is. 

Enter Jim.mie, l. 1 e.^ He is vxll dressed, clean, etc., but disguised. 

Come here, Jimmie. (<4e?/ go up to h. 2 e., and sit down) Well, my boy, 
we're back once more In Phoenix. We've had a hard time of it, Jimmie, 
this long year past, but two vagabonds, my boy, don't mind that. 
Many's the time, old fellow, you've stood between me and hopeless de- 
spair, and saved me fr^m myself. And during the long winter nights^ 
in the monntalns, I have saved my brain from destruction in teaching 
you to read and write.^ It was hard work for both of us, old fellow, but 
we stuck to it. {to andienve) I never told him I was a man accused of 
_ murder. I wanted to feel that one person in the world believed in me 
entirely. And so, he does not know my story. Yet sometimes I think 
he tQO has a secret in his heart that he has not yet learned to speak.' He 
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sits SO quiet ancl thoBgbtful, as if lie were thinking how to tell me some- 
thing. Ah, well ! all in good time; Jris secret can wait; mine cannot. , 
' (/() hmi) Stop ! Let me look at you. Yes, you're th&same old Jimmio 
you have always been. Blue eyes, red cheeks, and a smile like a May 
morning. ~ 

Enter Stone, unpeixeived, b. 3 e. 

Stone (aside). I must get Daiton out of the way; he will interfere with 
my plan to get the claim. If I can drop a giant cartridge down that 
stiatt it will do the work, and no one will be the wiser, (crosses.to l. v-. 
E., oiit of Hi'jht of Andrews, a)id feces, cartridge.) 

And. Jimmie, you remember that strike we made over in Glinnisot) ? 
(1^1/ signs yes) That made us rich m money, l&ut we are still poor— all ! 
s<J poor-^in reputation. I wonder where poor old Tom is ? I must see 
him. If I could only send him word to meet me. Jimmie, can you take 
a note down into that mine, and give it tcf the right man ? (boy nods) 
Yes, I think you can, and you shall, (mrites) " Tpm, I must see you a,t ' 
once. Life or death." I needn't sign it; lie'U know iny hand. There, 
-my boy, igive that to Thomas Dalton. (spelpioni name on his fingers) 
Come back here at once. Do you understand ? (6o^ Hotte. Tlwi/ ijo up 
to the s/iafl — 1)01/ desceiids, and Amdkews strolls down c. Stone comes 
from behind dump heap.) - , 

Stone. It is all readyr I've given it a five minute fuse. It may Kill 
half the men in the mine,, but no one will ever know that I did it. (he 
throws cartridge into mine, and runs off Br. v. e.) 

Enter Kate, k. 1 e. Eviilosion in- the rnme. TliiS can ie made as 
realistic as desired. Adnkkws and tSfTE both rush to shaft, and 
assist men who are hnrri/ing out of tlie %ine, with blackened aiifl 
hloody faces, to stage. Among the first & Sprtgos. He goes to o.' 
T. lie is much battered and tattered. Others stagger and fall 
exhausted on stage. ' ' 

Sprigos (speaking while biisiness is going ory at mine). I want to go 
home. Thfe is too exciting an occupation "for me; there are too maiiy 
details to it. I've earned fifteen cents, and I haven't got any hair left 
on my head. (goes. back to sluifi.) 

I And. Steady, <men, steady. One at a time. (Bill Stevens is the last 
lone out) Are all out now ? 

Stevens. No, there's two ketched in the lower drift. 
; And. aH(i! Kate. Who are they? 

'Stevens. Tom Dalton sind a boy." 
■" Kate. Tom ! Stand back ! I'll bring him up. (starts to go, Andrews 
stops her.) 

And. Back ! I'll go. You stay here. ( prepares — removes coat.) 

Stevens. No use ! They are in the lower slope. No man can save 
them. ' 1 , . - 

Katb. Tlien a woman shall I (starts to go down.) ■ 

And. Back, I say ! I'll save them yet ! (jumps into, bucket) hoyier 
away! -Quick, men, quick ! (goes down. Kate stands at shaft, Spkiggs, 
Stevens, and others by her.) 

Kate (caUinrjto men). Steady, men ! lower away ! {doom shaft) Hello - 
there ! All safe ? 

A.VD. (fie/ow). Aye, aye! (pause.) 

Kate. Ah ! Why don't he hurry! (down sAafl) Hello ! (pause) You've 
found onet (cheei-s) All right, (to «ien) Now, men, look sharp ! Walk 
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away on the rope. Stop i'bqcket's caught Go ahead. , Ab, here lie 
comeB! Oh, my God! it isn't toml {biufket appears wit/i Axvimwa 
carrying Jimmie ia his arms, seiuseless. He carries him to o. and lays 
him (loioii.) 

And. He's alive ! Give him some brandy ! (rushes hack to /he shiift) 
Hurry, men ! hurry for your lives ! There's another one beiow. Quick, 
lower away ! The timbers are on fire ! (he goes down) Lower ! Lower ! 

Kate (at shaft). Steady, men, steady ! How slow lie is ! Will he 
never come ? (aiiol/ufi- aiiploxion) Anotljar explosion ! Then he's ile^ ! 
(a pause — below) Hello ! You have ? Hurrah ! Men, he's found him ! 
Now, then, walk away ! Lively, walk away ! {//mi/ lutnl. on rope) Once 
more ! Again ! (bucket appears lauh Andkkws siipportiiiff Tom, who is 
senseless. Andrews is cut, bleeding, torn, etc., as he ap/iears inbuQkr 
H. Stone enters, r. 3 e., and ■iBatvhes proceeding.:. Tie men oari-y 
Tom down, Kate ministering to him,. AnoBiiws foUows a st^, stag- 
</ers.) 

And. (ffiintly). Are they safe — alive ? - 

Katis. Yes, thank God, they are both living. 
' And. (stagger ing). Ah, I am going ! My arm is broken ! My arm— 
(fdinls and falls, is caught by Si'riggs.) 

CURTAIN. 



ACT rv. 



SCENE.— Ham rootn in the house occupied by Mr. and Mrs. Sprhjos. 

, - TM'oughout the act t/tere is the sound of thunder and ttie flash of 

lig/itniug, w/iich increases to curtain, ■/ ■ j 

Curtain rises discovering Spriqgs alone, in a mAilaaclioly attitude 

fPRKos (sadly). What am I living for? The sun of prosperity has 
set. The darkness of the chilly tom^ is closing around me. 1 have be- 
come a c-comic singer, and now I welcome death. Oh, blame not the 
bard if he fly to those bowers, where pleasi n lies cai-elessly smilina at 
vain, (starts Jor Q. D.) •' "o » 

Enter Minerva, r. d. 
Minerva {severely). Hiram » 
myangeTiS;,?'^^.^^'-^'^ *'™- ^«^°*«' («"»«Q ^'^' M-rva, 
usfd™g.^'""°' "***"''"''*' you disturb me. My poor Jobson never 
SpiaaQS.''WeU, Jobson is dead. Can't you let him rest in peace » 
^P^,r/- T "«^«.'',«'ought you would speak to me like thaM^ ) 
Spriogs. Tears, idle tears ! Nay, soften your heart, beauteoSe 
and smile upon your Hiram. Come, fly with me to thTland of The lotus ^ 
t« the land where the turtle-doves b^k in the sun; to the and where 
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the honey-bee drowsily lingers, and cocoa-nuts grow on tUe^er-r-lumty- 
tum-tuni. i 

MiKEiivA. Don't be such a fool, Hiram. 

Enler Eoth, o. d. 

EuTH'(^.o^I^/^^na). Ah, quarrelling, and only a year married? For 
shame! .. - , 

SPRrGGS. Ha ! , Celestial being ! Welcome, thrice welcome back tp 
thine Olympian liome. Where hast thou been ? Smiling upon the 
teemingearth, wafting mellifluousnesa abroad, or ci-eatiug a local Gar- 
den of Eden, improving the breed of pumpkins ? Hey ? Take a chair, 
goddess. Sit down anywhere. Sit down on the floor, put youi- flhger 
in your mouth, and sing a song. Ha, ha, ha ! 

MiNEBVA. Hiram! 

Spktogs. Minerval 

MiiNEiiTA. Stop it! 

Spriggs. Certainly, my-pet. I know not, I care not, what thereMsin 
, thy heart; I know that I love thee, whatever thou art. iaskle) That's a 
lie, by Tom Moore. 

-Enter Katb, c. d., with a basket. 

. Kate. I knew the cupboard was bare, Mrs. Spriggs, so I just brought 
ioimething along. Hurrah for supper! Eh, Spriggsey? 

Minerva {taking package). What is it, dearie? 

Kate. Bacon. Where's the frying-pan? Now, then, governor, shake 
a foot. What's the matter? Why don't somebody say something? 

RliTH. Well, what shall we talk about? , 

Kate. I don't care. Talk about anything. Talk about bacon, (sfie 
Hams it on table) Do you like bacon, Mr. Spriggs? 

Spriggs. Bacon! Confound these details! No, 1 loathe it. 

Kate. Wait till you smell it cooking. Yon won't get any, 'less you're 
good. Go and get me some wood, like a good boy. 

[&cit Spriggs, o. d. Mrs. S. busy at stove, l. 

Ruth (to Kate). How did you leave Tom? 

Kate. Oh, he's all right now. His' left leg is broken, but the doctor 
says he'll be all right in no time. 

Rcf H., Fm 80 glad. But who was the brave man that saved Tom's 
life in the mine to-day? 

Kate. No one knows. He is a stranger. He was badly hurt, they 
say. His right arm was broken and his head cut. 

Roth. Poor fellow! We must And him to-morrow, and than^ him. 
It's all we can do. We're so poor we cannot 

Kate. It's enough. Men don't do what he did for money. You 
wouldn't think so if you had seen him go down into the mine to-day. 
(Kate goes up to Mrs. Spriggs.) 

Enter Spriggs, c. p., with vxiod-4Jirows it down-^-goes to Rdth, who is 
weeping. 

Spriggs. Ruth, my child, I'm a rough old fellow, I know, to look at, 
but I'm not such a bad fellow way down at the bo^ttom of my heart,, and 
I love you, my child, as if you were my own daughter. It— it hurts me 
to see you cry, my child. I wisli you wouldn't. Can I do anything for 

you, dear? I'm not a rich man. but 

-EuTHi No, thank you, Mr. Spriggs. You've done everj'thiug torus. 
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You and Mrs. Spriggs have given us a home here with you, and— and— 
God bless you both for true, honest Mends, {wee})/!, and a<>es u/x) 

SrKiGGS (aside, weepiii;/). I wis"h she'd stop. The least thing like 
thatsets mea-goihg.- I'm a regular sprinkling-pot. (Mes. S. comes down. 
To her) Go to, thou siren! Avaunt-! Away! I only know I've loved 
in vain. I only know farewell- farewell, farewell, farewell! Ha, ha! 
(starls for D. c. in P.) 

Kate. Hello, what's the matter now, governor? You haven't had 
your supper. 

Spjiiogs {tragically). I have no thoughts for supper now. Listen to 
the awful confession of a crushed and blighted being. Failing to receive 
that pecuniary encouragement which even the most spirituelle of mor- 
tals linds not -wholly inconsistent with the— er- details of domestic hap- 
piness, I have temporarily relinquished my journey up Mount PamasBiis, 
and am now — in fact, a c-comic singer, 

Katk. a comic singer ! Oh, lafks ! Give us a sample, Spriggsey. 

Spbiggs {mournfiMii)'. Spriggsey! Well, I submit. I am — only— a 
comic — singer, {he sinys some puinilar comic soiir/, or a duet with Kate 
and a dance can be introduced. At the end he mns up to c. D.^ and 
there says:) 

Sprtggs. Farewell ! I go to sing a comic song^for lucre ! Butchered 
to make a Roman holiday ! Ok, gi-ave, wher* now is thy sting t 

[Exit, n. D. He is heard singing a rollicking song for a moment, 
after he disappears. 

Kate. Mrs. Spriggs, will yon go with me to Tom's cabin ? 

Minerva. To-night, dearie? 

Kate. Yes ; it's only a little way. I want him brought down here 
so we can take care of him. Ill get some Of the boys to help us; Will 
you go? 

Minerva. To be sure I will, child. Come, we must get back before 
the storm, {thunder] I'll get my bonnet [Kvit, c. d. 

Kate. Aren't you well, Ruth dear? 

Ruth. Yes, quite well, but so unhappy, so very unhappys to-night. 

Kate. Don't cry, dear; it will all come right in the end. 

Ruth. If I could only hope so ! It's nearly a year now since our poor 
father was killed — and— John was lost in the Black Canon. Ah-! that 
cruel, cruel night ! (wiping her eyes) But, there, I will be brave, {enter 
Minerva, c. d.) Here is Mrs. Spriggs. Go, now, and bring Tom back 
with you as quick as possible. 

Kate. Indeed we will. Come, Mrs. Spriggs. 
' \Exit Kate and Mrs Spriggs, c. d. Vivid liglitning and hud thun- 
thunder. Roth goes to c. D. and looks out, l/ien comes doioA 
and lights lamp. Music pp. during scene. 

Ruth (solm). Sometimes I feel as if I dared not face the terrors of 
another year. Five steps to the edge of yonder yawning chasm, a leap, 
and— that is all. A moment and there would be something lying, shape- 
less and bloody, on the rocks below, and I should have solved the great- 
mystery, and gone to meet John, (rises) No, no, I must not think of these 
things. How close the air is to-night. It seems as if I should suffocate. 
•{goes to window) How wildly the lightning plays about the mountain 
peaks I (flash and jjeal very loud and hrillitint) There is a dreadful 
storm coming, (reluns to seat near table. Jimmie enters behind her, 
follows and stands near her at table. She s^ws and sings a verse of 
"The Blue Bells of Scotland," very softly, then turns and sees him) Oh! 
who is it ? Wliat do you want ? (boy siiins he cannot speak) Why, it's 
the poor little dumb boy ! I thought you were dead. Come here, my 
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child ; come to me. ipop kneels by her side; she strokes his hair anS cries 
oner him) PoBr, lonely little fellow ! Where have j'eilbeen this long, 
long year ? I tliought you were dead— as-^John is. {weeps. .Boij gniiles, 
sluifcBS his head, u>id\(UlkSwilh his fingers. Ruth shakes her head. 
He_m-il.es on piece. of paper) What ! can you write ? (tiands her paper, 
she reads) "JJ you speak slow, I can read your lips." He understands 
what I say ! It's a miracle ! Who taught you, my boy ? {hoy writes) 
He seems to come to me like a messenger from the dead, (boy^iands' 
Iter a paper, s/te read^) "I know who killed your father!" What! 
What! What do you mean? Speak! Oh, God! he is dumb, (boj/ 
. writes.) 

Stone appears in dooriBay. Jimmie sees him, and instantly hides, in 
sight of audience, leaving paper on table. 

Stone {at doorway, aside). I reckon Til lock this door; she may be a 
little skittish at first, '{loeks door, then advanbes) Well, how's the love- 
liest of her sex, to-night, eh ? Pooty well ? 
' Ruth {startled). Sir ! How dare you enter this house ? 

Stone. Who ? Me ? Oh, I've come for aigbciable little call, lady, alL 
the way from the camp, to do yod a kindtf'fte '(asftie) She's as pooty as 
a picture! I swear I'lHiave a kiss. '' '' 

Roth {scornfully/). Indeed 1 What is your— kindness ? 

Stone {sits close lo her, with bonfidential air, she moves aieay)- Well, 
just afore your poor old father died, he sold his mine to some patties. 
See ? {moves toward her.) - 

Ruth. Stop ! No nearer ! 
' Stone. All right, if you feel that way. Well, that title he gave them 
parties wasn't perfect, an' so they was comin' down on you for some 
satisfaction. "So, when I heard it, I says to 'em, "See here," I saySj, "I 
kin fix tliis-all right; you leave it to me," 1 says; an' so they left it to 
me, an' that's what I come here tor— partly. (tcCkejt papei-fi'om pockety 
So, if you'll just sign this dockyment, I reckon I kinstraighten it out' 
all right, an' save you a heap of trouble an' money. 

Ruth. Let me see the paper. 

Stonb. Well, now, if I was you I wouldn't bother to read it. It ain't 
wrote very plain. You sign your name here, an' it'll be all right.- 

RuTH (fimily). I mnst'eee thte paper first. Let me have it. 

Stone.. Oh, it's all right, you can bet your life. It's dead straight 
I'll swear to anything that paper says. 

EuTu {viijoroitsly). Let me see it, I say. ■ , ' 

Stone {handing paper rebidlimUij). Well'i'there, since you are so per- 
tickler, look at it. Hope you'll be sntistied now. 

Ruth {oKido}. What does this B\san ? {readx, aside) " Miss Armour — 
Have.nothing to do with Rufiis Stone. Ho is tr\'ing to cheat yoii. Or- 
der him to leave your liouse at once, and if he is violent, kindly shoot 
film, and oblige A Friend." {^ijie ik.<, /(svfe) There is some treachery 
here, and this man is at the hottoirt of it. {ulund, xoilk forced caliivness^ • 
Have you read this document, Mr. Stone ? ' ■ .: 

SroxK. Me? No; I can't read very good, on 'countof my eyes; bnt 
I kiiow the feller that wrote it, an' you can bet it's all right, dead sure. 
I'll swear to it any day. 

EuTir. Oh, yes, it's perfectly correct; there's no doubt of that; and 
I'll endorse my name on it with .great pleasure, {she writes.) 

STOSK{aiidei chirc/dinr/ . Ha, ha! Ain't I done it neat though? I don't 
believe there's a man in tlie camp could have done it so neat as me. 
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EuTu (readinn, aside). "To aU whom it rn*y concern: 1 fully endoree 
th6 above statement. Rufus Stone is a swindler and a liar, arjcl I waqi 
all persons against trusting him in anything. Ruth Armour; {nlfimt) 
There is your paper, and- noW the sooner you leave my liouse the 
lipttGP Thcrfi's tli6 door Go ! 

Stone {with mode hniriuitij). Oh, you wouldn't turn me out with this 
storm coming on, would you'? after all I've done for you, too. 
, RufH. All you've done for me ! You've done nothing /but persecute 
and annoy me for a year. Leave the house ! 

Stone. Persecute! Annoy! Who? Me? Oh no, no indeed. Didn't 
I get you our school to teach, an' keep you there too, by jest tellin' the 
boys you was under my pertection, eh ? Ha, ha ! 

Ruth (augry). Under your protection! You lie ! I'd starve before - 
I'd owe you for a penny. 

Stone (chutklinr/ and ulappinri document. Aside). Let her say what 
she pleases; I've got the dockyment to prove it here, (aloud) Oh, no, I 
reckon ypn'd do most anything 'fore you'd starve, sissy. {siijnijioauUij) ., 
Most anything, you would. ' ■ 

RtiTH. You scoundrel ! Out of here! At once! Go! 

Stone. Oh, I ain't in no hurry, (advances to table, sees paper which 
JiMMiE left there, and piclnsit up) Hello, what's this? Been writing, , 
feh ? Love letter, I s'pose. Looks like it, don't it, hey ? 

Roth. Put down that paper! How dare you touch it?. 

Stone. Softly, my dear; you'll injure your voice. (Us ide) Curse my 
luck ! Wljy can't I read ? (aloud) Come, now, my dear, read it to me, 
80 I can see if it's all right; and (Ihrealeuingbj) read it straight Don't 
let's haxe any funny business, or you'll be sorry. 

Ruth (ftEa?rei«(n(7 paper, aside). What's this ? Wliy, the little dumb 
boy wrote it. {reads aside) " The map that killed your father was a bi^ 
man. 1 saw him. He beat and kicked me. There is a mark over his 
eye." What does this mean ? (a long pause. She studies the paper 
and the situation earnestly, then, as if seized with an idea says, impO' 
rativehf). Take off your hat ! ^ 

Stone. Ax, yer pardon, miss. I quite forgot I was in genteel society,- v 
(removes hat and reveals scnr.) 

1 EuTH (sees scar, aside). The scar! Merciful Heavens! Can this be 
the truth at last ? (overcome, crushes paper and throws it on floor.) 

Stonk (menacingly). Why don't you read it? (picks up paper and 
iMHtis it to her) Bead, I say, or I'll choke you. 

Ruth (throwing the paper into his face). Stop ! Keep away ! I know 
all. Yon murdered my father ! 

Stonb (advancing). Curse you ! You lie! 

Ruth (retreatiiig). I do not lie. You killed my father! 

Stone. You'll be sorry for this. Poverty has made you mad. Guess 
the only thing the old man left you was an ugly temper, (advancing.) 

BuTif (seizing a six-shooter offt/ie table and levelKng it). No, he left 
me this ! Put up your hands ! Put them up, I say ! Now march into 
that corner. I'll keep you there till the sheriff comes, you murderer. 
(a ^aH.i&.) 

Stone (witliniit stiii-ing, whining). Ye ain't a-goin' to turn me out o' 
doors a night like this, be ye ? (goes slowly towardx her) An' ye don't 
really believe I done it, now, do ye ? Ye can't believe I done it. (suii- 
^enly pointing behind her towardi dogr) My God ! What's tliat ? (Rnrri 
i)irns involuntarily. Stone seiZ3s pistol', and tioisls it out ofh.fr hand) 
You'll exci^sg me, wqn't ye, deary ? But I was a little nervousabout the 
j^Hi(, so I jiist made so bold, (aside) She knows too much tor her own 
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good. , ril settle, her, now so she won't tell any tales, (alohd) Supfjose 
you put up your bauds no"w ? ; 

Rum (does not move). Coward! Murderer! 

Stone. Stop! That'll do. You haVe talked' enough. What do you 
say to myjfelting it go at you, just once for luclc, eh ? One — ^two — 
{cocks pistol.) '' 

RtJTH (scwrifuUy). Fire away,! — \i you can. The pistol isn't loaded. 
(j>«M.ve.) 

~ Stone (throws it away and draws knife). Well, this is loaded, (seizes, 
tier arm) And so I killed your poor old father, did I ? Well, well, welt, 
how sad ! Yes, I did kill him, and! might as well kill you now, and . 
linish the family. What do you say ? ' 

Ruth (striiiigles, and is thrown to her knees). You dare not hurt me. 
I defy you to kill me. 

Stone. Oh, you do, do you ? Well, we'll see about that, (poses, arm 
in air. Noise of gaUopiwj hcyrse is heard outside, the sound coining 
nearer and nearer. 'Die two in attitude of suspense.) . 

RdtH (aside^ eagerly). Some one is coming this way! Perhaps it is 
help. 

Stone (to her, menaoingly). If the rider stops here, I'll kill you — and 
him too. (they listen — tlie horse gallops past the door, and the sound 
dies away in tlie distance. Relieved) He's gone, (mockingly) Well, aiid 
so here you are yet, eh ? The gentleman didn't stop, did he ? (malces a 
move with knife) Forgot you was here, may be. (flourish. At this mo- 
ment Jimmie rtishei out and seizes Stone's hand. Tliey struggle, Eutu- 
isthi'own, Jmum is held powerless) 'B.&i\o\ Who is this? You! Step- 
an'-fetch it ! I thought you was dead. Well, I'm in a killin' way to- 
night, an' J reckon you'll hev to tSi^e a little jump into the Black Oarioh ; 
then yon won't leave any blood stains, (drags him a little up, boy strug- 
gles) ril kill you both, curse yon ! 

Rdth (rising and rMhing nt Stone). Stop ! Help ! help ! You shall 
not. Help ! (runs to door — it is locked — stands in front of it. Stone 
seizes her — struggle — she and boy are both thrawn.) 

Stonh (standing over Ruth with knife). You'd Ijetter be quiet, my 
lamb. You'll git hurt if you fool with me. (a slruggte) Curse you ! Be' 
quiet. 

Ruth. Help! help! (Stone ^/trows /lerafl'ajn — s7ie faints.) 

Stone. You've got to die ! - 

During this scene the soundofa horse galloping dmmi tlie road is heard. 
Itstops, and John Andkews appeai-s at window t. o. He tries 
door, bvtfinding it locked, smashes window sash, and jumps into 
room. All should be clone very quickl/y. 

And. Stone, put up your hands! (tries to reach pistol that hangs in 
liell at his right side, but cannot, his right arm being in a sling.) 

Stone (recoiling). Andrews! Ah ! It is his ghost! 

And; I'm not a ghost, but you will soon be one. 

Stone. I'll not be one alone! (adoanois on Andrews with knife, who 
backs away, still trying to reach pistol leith his left hand. They clinch 
and have a hard sli-uggle. At last Andrews gets the bffst of tlie fight, 
cfnii throws Stone, half senseless. He then goes to Ruth, who rises and 
puts arm about h'ini.y 

Ofiowd rush in, including Sprigos, Minerva, Kate, Tom, Thorne, and 
all who appeared in Act U. 
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Thokne. Where is lie ? (sees Stokk) Ah ! Seize him,' men. (tftey seize 
Stoke and lead luin duioii to front.) 
Sto^jk. What do you want ? 

Enter Goldstein, o. d. 

Thokne. We want you for the niiinler of Heury Armour. You'll swiflg 
for this. 

Stone makes a sudden and violent movement, and tearing himself free, 
ruiis u/i imd offc. d., and is seen through teimlom in Jlxiito jiimi) 
headlonij from the cliff into theBlauk Canon. The crowd starts to 
run after him, bid Goldstein .S;<o;/s them. 

Gold. It's no use, boys; he's gone. It will save us hanging him, 
anyhow. 

TuoRNE. Where has he gone ? 

Gold. To the bottom of the Black Canon, (seas Andrews and Rdth) 
Ah, the, future bride and groom; (hands papers to Ecth) Permit me to 
make you a liddle veddiug bresent. 

Ruth. What are these ? 

Gold. Dose are de baperS and securities dot Rufus Stone stole from 
your vadder a year ago. Dey vos vorth ofer von hundred tousand dol- 
lars. You vos much obliged to me, hein ? 

And. We are. May I ask your name ? 

Gold. Vy, I am de most intimate friend of de sheriff of San Juan 
county, for, don't you see, {removing disguise) I am the sheriff himself. 

And. What ! Jim Hosier ! 

Gold. Yes, same man. (ifiey shak» fiands.) 

Tom. Johnny f 

And. Tom I (they clasp hands.) 

To.M. God bless you, old man! (emotion.) 

SprigBs. John, my boy, your hantfl. I am glad you are back among 
us once more, a free man, and a live one. 

'And. Thank you. But let us not forget Jimmie, our silent witness, 
and what I owe to him. (Jimmie advances with Hosier.) 

Spriqgs. Never! (shakes Jimmie's hand. Jimmie talks with his hands, 
Si'ttiGOS acts as if interpretimj to nntlmnce.) , 

Spriggs (to audience). He says he thinks, and so does Hinerva, that 
there's nothing half so sweet in life as love's young dream. (Jim.mie 
shakes his he(ul) YAil Oh, I see. He says he is sorry yoff came to^ 
night, and hopes you will never — (all lauffh.) 

And. (advancinr/ with Ruth). No, he says, and we all repeat it, that 
we thank you and wish you — - 
Ruth. GooD-night 

Tableau. 

Thorne, Vigilance Committee, Miners, etc., etc. 

Ruth. Andrews. 
Tom. Jimmie. 

Kate. Minerva. 

Hosier. Spriqgs. , r 

CURTAIN. 
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- ActI.— KuittiugworkforMBs. Jobbon; iiote-booli: and pencil for Spbiggs; plate 
of eatables, iuuludiug cake, iov Mas. Jobson; package of bauk-ilotes aud papers'for., 
Akmouk; pistol for Andrews; gray blanket ou settee; sample of ore rock- iTor Xom; 
mj^, kuife, and pistol for Stone; liMbted caudle for Abmoor; also for Euth audv 
dtlierB; pistol for Ruth; torches for MiKEBS. . ■• i ., 

Act II.— Rifles, torebes, aud pistols for Minees; large revolver and; belt witli 
liuutftig kpife in sbeath for Tom; rope to bind Tom. 

Act III.— Pick, dinner-pail, and large pistol in belt for ToM;~ore rock for do.; 
tobacco, i)ip6, matcbes aiid small pistol for Spbiqgs; uote-book and pencil for An- 
jjKEWs; imitation dynamite cartridge for Stoke. 

Act IV.— Basket containing packages for Kate; en t firewood for Spbiggb; lamp 
on table b. c., aud matcbes for Both; needlework for do. 



SYNOPSIS. 

The scene of tbis play is in tlie mining region of Colorado. Henky AEldoUB, a 
middle-aged business man, has been attracted there in the hape of retrieviug hia 
broken fortimes, and with his two daughters. Roth and Kate, aud the Widow Job-, 
SON, liiK housekeeper, Occupies a cottage not far from the Black Cautju. Spkiggs, a 
local celebrity, pays attention io the Widow. Jo^on, and is successful. A neglected 
deaf-mute, Jimmie, comes to the cottage for food and shelter, and while, bis wants 
are receiving attention, Akmoub comes in and announces to bis eldest daughter thajs 
bo has sold part of the mine, the "Little Ruth," for one hundred thousand dollars,- 
-cash and good securities, which be exhibits, and consults her about some safe place 
to teiuporai'ily deposit his money. She shows him a hollow log in the end of the 
cottage, wLich is known only to herself, and he conceals tlie package there, and re- 
turns to the mine. Rufus Stone, a gambler and villain, has beard of Akmoue's 
transaction, and follows him home, arriving in time to witness the.conciealraent of 
the money. Stone discovers aud abuses the deaf-mute boy, who is. rescued by 
BtJTH and the young engineer, John Andbews; Stone retiring discomfited, and 
swearing vengeance. Then follows an interesting interview between Andbkws alid 
RuTHt resulting in their becoming pledged to each other; and another between 
Tom Dalton, a young miner, a friend of Andrews, aud Kate, which does not tenni- 
nate in the same wa}\ Mb. Abmoub returns, and, on learning the state of afTairs 
existing between his daughters and Andrews, is gi'tatly displeased, and angrily 
dismisses the latter. Stone returns, as the evening advances, prepared to rob; and, 
if need be, to murder. While he is hunting fbr the concealed treasure, Abmoub 
comes out, and is throttled and thrown down by Stone, and compelled to say, in 
response to Ruth's anxious inquiry, "I ain ^vitb John Andrews.'' Aiimcub recog- 
uizes Stone, and is stabbed and killed by him. The deaf-mute boy, who has been 
asleep in front of the cottage, becomes a witness of the murder aud robbery, but is 
unable to communicate with any one. Stone accuses Andeews of the murder, and.- 
he is tried by the Vigilantes; the circumstantial evidence being agiiiuat hfur; he is^ 
condemned, and preparations made for his execution, which is fniatrated. by the 
dea^-mute boy, who cuts the rope about bis neck, and he esea]}es, followed Jjy the 
boy, up the mountain, but is shot at by Stone, and seen to fall, apparently, into the 
Black Canon, A year is supposed to have elapsed, anrt the scene changes totbe 
moutb^f'the "Little Ruth" mine, where most of the cbai-acters of the preceding" 
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eceue again appear. Stone: iutroduces Goldstein, apparently a Rpecnlatcn:, but in 
reality til e county sheriff, and ^lans to perfect his title to the mine, and iatold 

' that flUTH's signature to some paTpers is needed. StonB admits his fear of Dalton^ 
who is boss of the mine, and plans his defitructiou. Andhews, who wua not killed, 
as supposed, here reappears, and overhears part of Sjonh's talk witli Goldisjeiji, 
and afterward converses with Stonk without recognition ou Stone's part. The deaf- 

■ mute also reappears, having been tanght to read and \yrite by Andrews during their 
exile, and is sent intb the mine to fi.ud Dalton. Wliile he is down, Stone sneaks 
on unperceived, and throws a dynamite cartridge down the mine. The victims of 
the explosion are taken out'by Andkews, assibted by Kate. The deaf-mijteigoea to 
Ruth, and informs her that be knows who killed her father, but is interrupted by 
Stone's entrance, and hides himself. STONfc is accused of the murder by Rut^, and 
is about to kill her also, when Andrews appears aud disai'ms him. The Yigilautes 
appear, headed by Goldstein, in pursuit of Stone, who finding himself trapped, 

, ruslies from "the door, and jumps headlong down the Black Canon. The lover^ are 
reunited, aud Ruth receives as a *' wedding present " the title deeds of the mine, 
which had been stolen by Stone, and all ends happily. 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 



R. means Right of Stage, facing the Audience; L. Left; O. Centi-e; B. C. Right Of 
Oantie; L. C. Left of Centre; D. F. Door in the Flat, or Scene running across the 
iiack of the Stage; C. D. F. Centre Door in the Flat; R. D. F. Right Door in the 
j'lat; L. b. F. Left Door in the Flat; R. D. Right Door; L. D. Left Door; 1 E. First 
:i,utrance; 2 E. Second Entrance; U. E. Upper Enti-auce; 1, 2 or 3 G. First, Second 
01* Third Groove. 

K. R. C. O, L. C. L. 

J3®- The reader is supposed to be upon the stage feeing the audience. 
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Ethiopian and Comic Drama. — Continued. 



H«- 



No. M. F. 

49. Ni^lit in a Strange Hotel, Ethiopian 

Bketch 2 

132. Noble Savage, Etli. sketch i 1 

153. Noi'ah's Good Bye, Irish musical 

sketch 2 1 

146. No Fay No Core, Eth. sketch 6 

22, Obeying Orders. Eth. sketch 2 1 

27. 100th Night of Hamlet, Eth. sketch 7 ] 
126L Oh, Hushl operatic olio, 3 scenes. 4 i 
3a One Night ia a Bar-Bomn. SOt, 

sketch 7 

lU. One Night in a Medical College 

Eth. sketch 1 I 

76. One, Two, Three, Eth. sketch 7 

91. Painter's Apprentice, Eth. force. . . S 
87. Fete and the Peddler, Eth. and 

Irishsketch 2 1 

135. Pleasant Companions, Eth. sketch. 5 1 

92. Polar Bear, Eth. farce 4, 1 

9. Policy Players, Eth. sketch 7 

57. Pompey's Patients, Eth. interlude, 
2 scenes 6 

65. Porter's Troubles, sketch 6 1 

66. Port Wine vs. Jealousy, sketch. .. 2 1 
115, Private Boarding, farce 3 3 

14. Becmiting Office, Eth. sketch 6 

106. Rehearsal (The), Irish farce, 2 so. . 4 2 

46. Bemittance from Home, Ethiopian 

sketch , 6 

56. Rigging a Purchase, Eth. skett^.. 3 

81. Rival Artists, Eth. sketch 4 

26. Rival Tenants, Eth. sketch 4 

138. Rival Barbers' Shops, Eth. £irce.. 6 1 

15. Sam's Courtship, Eth, farce 2 1 

59. Sausage Makers, Eth. sketch, 2 sc. 6 1 
21. Scampini, pantomime, 2 scenes. . . 6 3 

160. Scenes in Pront of a Clothing Store, 

f^ce 7 1 

80. Scenes on the Mississippi, Eth. 
sketch, 2 scenes 6 

84. Serenade (The), Eth. sketch, 2 sc. 7 



No. 

38. 

74. 

46. 

69. 

66. 

72. 

13. 

16. 

7, 

121, 

154. 

47; 

54. 
100. 
102. 

34. 

.122. 

2. 
104. 

5. 
28. 

156. 
134. 

62. 

32. 



M. F. 
Siamese Twins, Eth. sketch, 2 EC. 5 
Sleep Walker, Eth. sketch, 2 scenes 3 

Slippery Day, Eth. sketch 6 1 

Squire for a Day, Eth. sketch 5 1 

Stage-struck Couple, Eth. interlude 2 ■ 1 

Strangers, Eth. burlesque 1 1 

Streets of New York, sketch , ., 6 

Storming the Port, sketch.... S 

Stupid Seavaat, sketch 3 

BtoiikB Upl Stocb) Sovml EtU 

taroe S 

Sulphm Bath, Eih. fiuMM 3 

Take It, Don't Take It, Eth. sketch 2 

Them Papers, Bth, sketch. , 3 

Three Chiefs, £th. sketch, 2 scenes 6 
Three A. M., sketch, 2 scenes. ... 3 1 
Three Strings to one Bow, Eth. 

sketch 4 1 

Ticket Taker, Eth. farce 2 

Tricks, Eth. sketch 6 2 

Two Awfuls, Eth. sketch 6 

Two Black Roses, Eth. sketch 4 1 

Uncle Eph's Dream, Kth. sketch, 2 

scenes 3 1 

TTnited States Mail. Eth. farce 2 2 

Unlimited Cheek, Eth. sketch 4 1 

Vinegar Bitters, Eth. sketch 6 1 

Wake up, WiUiam Henry, Eth. 

sketch 3 

Wanted, a Nurse, sketch 4 

Weston, theWalkest, Dutch sketch 7 1 

What Shall J Take ? Eth. farce 7 1 

Who Died First? Eth. sketch 3 1 

Who's the Actor? Eth. farce 4 

Whose Baby ia it? Eth. sketch.. . 2 1 
Wonderful Telephone, Eth. sketch 4 1 
Wrong Woman in the Bight Place, 

sketch, 2 scenes 2 2 

Young Scamp, Eth. sketch 3 

Zacharias' Funeral, Eth, farce.... 6 



1^^= A Complete Descriptive Catalogue of De 'Witt'* Acting Slays and De Witt's 
»^^ Ethiopian and Comie Drama, containing Plot, Costumes, Scenery, Time of 
Representation, and all other Information, mailed free and post-paid on appUoation. 
Address aa on Pilst Page of this Catalogue. 



Ai Infllsucnsalile Boot for Amatenrs. 

*■■■♦ ♦ - ■ 

HOW TO umifB 

AMATEUR THEATRICALS. 



Being plain instructions for construction and' arrangement of Stage,, 
making Scenery, getting up Costuines, "Making Up" to represent 
different ages and characters, and how to produce stage Illusions and 
EfEccts. . Also hints for the management of Amateur Dramatic Cluhs, 
and a list of pieces suitable for Drawing Room Performances. Hand- 
somely illustrated with Colored Plates. 

Price, 25 Cents. 



DE WITTS SELECTIONS 

ABATEl Al PilOB WMiil 

Nos. 1, 2, 3, 4 & 5. 

Being choice selections from the Tsry best Dramas, Comedies nnd, 
I'arcea. Specially adapted for presentation by Amateurs, and for 
Parlor and Drawing Boom Entertainments. 

Ecush nuniber, 35 Cents, 

PANTOMIME PLAY. 

"HUMPTY DUMPTY." 

The celebrated Pantomime, as originally played for 1,000 nights by the 
late GriiORQs L. Eox. Arranged by John Denier, Esq. Ei^ male, 
iour female characters. 

Price, 25 Cents. 



